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Prologue 


A.N.: | was trying not to write any more stories until | at least 
got something else finished. But this was begging to be written 
and | just couldn't resist. This is my first Frozen fic and is my 
first multi-chaptered story (anything over a 3-shot) that is 
outside of my established fandom ( Star Wars ). | never thought 
| would write something like this, but here it is. | don't know 
what the rest of the story will be like as | only have the initial 
thoughts and ideas and | don't know how many chapters there 
will be yet. | hope | can at least form some good ideas and plot 
points for a fully-fleshed story, but we'll see where my thoughts 
take me. Anyways, here's the story and don't forget to read, 
review, and enjoy! 


Prologue 


The cool summer breeze kicked up flakes of snow that never 
seemed to disappear from the mountain's side, even in the seasonal 
warmth. The North Mountain stood tall and imposing, a cold sentinel 
in an otherwise barren land. In the mountain's shadow, two figures 
trudged through the crisp white snow, slowly making their way to the 
massive landmark. The air was quiet and still, except for the crunch 
of the snow beneath their boots and the stray snowflake wafting on 
the breeze. Though it was summer, the snowy landscapes told them 
that once the sun set, the temperature would drop and it would 
become significantly colder, so they hurried as fast as the white 
tundra would allow in the hopes of finding shelter before darkness 
came. 


As they drew closer to the mountain's base, a bright shimmer drew 
their eyes to the mountain's southern face. Giving each other curious 
looks, the couple changed course and made their way towards it. 
Both gasped in astonishment at what met their eyes: a wondrous 
palace of ice rested on the mountain's snowy slopes. Several stories 


high, the fading sunlight gave it an ethereal, unearthly glow. It was 
almost otherworldly and despite its icy fagade, it was a most 
welcome, if unexpected, sight to the weary travelers. Still in awe at 
the sight before them, the pair rushed around to the front, seeking 
entry to the wondrous palace. A set of glistening stairs awaited them 
and they glanced at each other briefly before cautiously stepping on 
to the icy staircase. Making their way slowly up, they noticed that 
parts of the stairway were missing, broken off, as if some calamity 
had befallen the otherwise pristine structure. Both had a look of 
worry in their eyes but neither one dared betray that look to the other 
and they continued the trek to the palace. Reaching the doorway, 
they hesitated a moment before the taller of the two reached out a 
hand to knock, tentatively, on the icy door. When they received no 
response, the figure tried again and was met with the same result. 
Optimistically, the smaller figure pushed on the door and was 
relieved when it slowly creaked open. Stepping over the threshold, 
the couple was once again in awe at the sight before them. 


A grand entrance hall, beautiful, clean, smooth, made entirely of ice. 
Looking around, the two wayward wanderers saw that, though quite 
large and exquisite, the room was empty, an emptiness made even 
more evident by the unnatural glow of the icy walls. Along the wall to 
the right of the entryway, a spiraling staircase stretched up into the 
hidden upper recesses. Not seeing anything else of note in the room, 
they made their way up the staircase, quietly looking around them in 
amazement. The grace and beauty of the palace astounded them, 
though they grew more apprehensive with every step they took. 
Soon enough, they noticed a large set of doors at the end of their 
climb and cautiously, they stepped forward and pushed the doors 
open. 


What awaited their eyes elicited a small gasp from the smaller figure: 
ice crystals and shards of various sizes were scattered about the 
large room while dagger-like icicles were poised near the walls, 
threateningly close to the couple. Fearful, the pair carefully made 
their way into the room, taking in the sight. They could tell it had 
once been a grand place, perhaps even more beautiful than the rest 


of the icy fortress. The warm snowflake pattern on the floor 
enhanced the room's natural beauty and would have made the room 
warm and inviting if not for the signs of disrepair or, perhaps, despair, 
evident all around.A more thorough look showed an open door on 
the far side of the room and what looked like a balcony beyond that. 
The couple carefully stepped around the frozen signs of struggle and 
made their way towards the open door on the other side. Stepping 
out on to the balcony, the view before them, like much of what they 
had already witnessed inside, stole their breath away. A beautiful, 
snow-covered valley was nestled below a snowy mountain range in 
the east, the fading beams of the setting sun, though it had already 
disappeared from this side of the palace, still painted a striking 
scene, illuminating the brilliant glow of the wintery blanket. Tears of 
joy were brought to the eyes of the couple and they wanted nothing 
more than to stare at the wonder before them. It wasn't long before 
they noticed that pieces of the ice-wrought railing were missing, 
broken off, and their previous fears returned. Someone had to have 
built this palace and it was clear that some disaster, some tragedy, 
had befallen this wondrous place. There was a question on both of 
their lips, a question that they both wanted to know, a question that 
they knew they would be afraid to find out the answer to. Neither one 
dared to voice what they knew they were both thinking and the pair 
stood in contemplative silence before turning back towards the 
doors. 


Slowly retreating back inside, they made their way back down the 
stairs and, finding a relatively warm corner of the room to take refuge 
in, they settled down to wait out the cold night. Long moments 
passed before the smaller figure spoke, voicing the concerns that 
both had been too afraid to ask. 


"What do you think happened here, Erik?" It was a woman's voice, 
fearful and small. "You don't think..." She trailed off, not sure how to 
finish her thought. The other figure, Erik, pulled her closer and shook 
his head. 


"| don't know, dear," Erik responded, his deep voice sounding tired. 
"But we need to get to Arendelle as quickly as possible." She nodded 
in agreement and huddled into Erik's side. He pulled her closer for 
warmth and the two of them eventually drifted off into a fitful sleep. 


Sisters 


a.n. Got this posted a bit later than | had hoped, but here it is. 
Check out the updates section of my profile for more info 
regarding this chapter. 


Chapter 1: Sisters 
"Elsa." 


The soft sound of her name being whispered roused the snow queen 
from slumber, but it wasn't enough to get her to open her eyes or 
even acknowledge that she heard. 


"Elsa." 


The voice was a little louder and accompanied by some soft pokes 
this time. Elsa fought back a smile to not give herself away. The 
voice would not win this easily. Not this time. 


It was quiet for a long time and Elsa thought perhaps the voice had 
given up. Good. Now maybe she could just relax and get some 
more... 


"ELSA!" 


This certainly got her attention and Elsa sprang up from her bed, 
knocking over the lurking figure that had been hovering over her. 
Both of them tumbled to the floor, bed sheets and limbs tangled up in 
one another. Elsa found herself on top of a soft, blanket-covered 
lump, a lump that was currently moaning and wriggling beneath her. 
Keeping still and refusing to be moved, the white-haired queen 
regally held her ground atop the body beneath her. For several 
moments, the lump wiggled and thrashed, desperately trying to 
relieve itself of its burden. When Arendelle's monarch refused to 
budge, the lump decided it would be best to give up its fight and it 


remained motionless, causing said monarch to look down skeptically. 
She moved the blanket below her and looked into her sister's happy 
smiling face. Her smile was infectious and it wasn't long before a 
similar smile was gracing Elsa's own pale face. Both girls started 
giggling and Elsa, not unaware of her sister's predicament, kindly 
and gracefully got up and, ever the queen, she straightened her 
nightgown, glancing down at her sister. Anna had not moved from 
her spot, though her sides were still heaving in laughter. When she 
was finally able to settle down, the auburn-haired girl was able to lift 
herself high enough to rest on her elbows and looked up at her elder 
sister. 


"Aren't you going to help me up?" Smirking as elegantly as possible, 
Elsa cocked her head to the side. 


"Why would | do that?" The younger girl stared hard at her. 


"You were the one that knocked me over and fell on top of me. It is 
the least you can do." 


Elsa just shrugged her shoulders. "Well, you were the one that was 
hovering over me trying to wake me up. Why did you think it would 
be a good idea to yel/ at me to wake me up?" Anna smiled 
sheepishly. "I think you got what you deserved." 


"If you had woken up the first two times, | wouldn't have had to resort 
to such matters, oh mighty ice queen of Arendelle,” Anna jested. 
"And might | ask, have you been sneaking some extra chocolates 
recently? You were quite heavy, you know. | could hardly breathe." 
Elsa glared at her sister and for a brief moment, Anna thought she 
had perhaps overstepped her bounds. Although it had been a year, 
she knew that her sister still struggled with controlling her emotions, 
and thus, controlling her powers. While she was significantly better 
at it than she had been, sometimes it only took the wrong word or a 
bit too much pushing (usually unintentionally courtesy of Anna 
herself) for the snow queen to lose control. Anna was afraid that this 
was one of those times and quickly tried to backpedal. "Look, Elsa. 
I'm sorry. | didn't mean it. You're right. It was all my fau..." Anna 


stopped her apology when she heard her sister begin to laugh. It 
was a wonderful, beautiful sound that she was still getting used to 
and while it surprised her, she could say she was glad to hear it. She 
had never heard enough of that sound over the last decade and she 
doubted she would ever tire of it. 


"Oh, Anna,” Elsa giggled. "It's fine. Really. No one got hurt, well 
aside from your pride, and I'm sure you'll think twice before pulling 
this little stunt again. Am | right?" Anna nodded. "Good. Now how 
about | help you up and we both get ready for breakfast." Another 
nod and Elsa reached down to help pull her sister to her feet. Once 
Anna was upright once again, the two sisters stared at each other, 
hands still clasped, not really wanting to let each other go. After 
thirteen years of isolation, Elsa marveled at her little sister's 
willingness to stay as close to her as possible. Just a little over a 
year ago, she had been afraid of hurting anyone, especially Anna, 
with her powers and she could never dream of being so close with 
someone. But Anna knew what she could do with her powers, knew 
what she had done and almost did, yet she was always eager to lend 
her sister a comforting hand or a hug whenever she needed it. She 
gave Elsa the love, the closeness, and the trust that she desperately 
needed and had been craving for so long. She forgot what that felt 
like and was grateful that she would never have to forget that feeling 
ever again. And she would always be thankful to her sister for 
showing her that true love could indeed melt even the most frozen of 
hearts. 


Holding hands wasn't enough for Anna however, and she pulled her 
sister closer for a swift hug. Elsa was startled at first, but she quickly 
managed to calm herself down, though the few snowflakes that fell 
were proof of her surprise. Elsa squeezed her sister gently and 
made to pull away, but Anna didn't want to let go. With over a decade 
of loneliness behind her, being able to touch and hold Elsa like this 
was a welcome experience and she cherished every time she could 
get this close to her sister. Elsa relaxed into the hug once more, 
knowing that Anna needed this. After thirteen years of saying no, 
who was she to deny her sister anything anymore? 


Anna finally released her sister from the hug a few moments later, a 
satisfied smile on her face. Neither one said a word to each other as 
Anna pulled away slightly. Reluctantly, she dropped her sister's 
hands and headed to the door, a bright smile still on her face. She 
turned around and gave Elsa an affectionate glance before heading 
out the door and back to her room. 


Elsa remained where she was as she watched her sister depart, her 
own smile just as bright as Anna's. She watched as the young 
woman closed the door behind her, a pleasant sigh escaping her lips 
when she heard the latch click. Finally moving from her spot, Elsa 
moved about her room to prepare for the day. 


Breakfast, as usual, was a relaxed affair. It was one of the few times 
during the day that the sisters could spend together without 
someone or something interrupting them. No queenly business to 
interrupt them. No party planning to distract them. No talking 
snowmen or reindeer or handsome ice harvesters to demand their 
attention. Just the two of them. 


Sisters. 
As it should be. 


Although Anna had just left her a few moments ago, Elsa was still 
happy to see her sister sit down beside her at the table. The girl 
began chatting animatedly as soon as she was seated and Elsa, 
always the quieter one of the two, was more than willing to listen to 
her sister's happy, excited ramblings. 


"... and then | apologized for knocking over that suit of armor, but 
who leaves something like that out in the open anyways? Seriously, 
who does that? It's like it was just asking for it." Elsa smiled as her 
sister finished the story and resumed eating. It was just like Anna to 
do something like that. Her bumbling nature was notorious around 
the castle and she found it endearing. It was just another quality of 
Anna's that made her unique, that made her, well, Anna. Most of the 


servants did too, though it did tend to grate on the nerves of their 
most curmudgeonly of attendants. 


"Well, dear sister of mine," Elsa started, "it sounds like you've 
already had quite the interesting morning. What other exciting 
adventures could you possibly have planned for today?" Anna was 
about to answer but remembered, almost too late, about the food in 
her mouth. She quickly swallowed and looked at her sister, an 
embarrassed look on her face. 


"| was hoping to go into town to do some shopping and looking 
around. I'll probably stop by the baker's, the dress shop, the market, 
the chocolatier..." Anna drifted off, a wistful, childish look in her eyes. 
It took her a moment to get her thoughts back in order "Eh hem... 
right. | think I'll need to visit the florist, perhaps the fabric store, and | 
have to get in touch with the party planner soon. And | need to figure 
out a guest list and get that started." Anna sighed. "There is still 
plenty of planning | need to get started on and | would love to get 
some more ideas before | even begin to start finalizing anything." 
Anna's cheerful, happy tone turned sad as she glanced down at the 
simple ring on her left hand. "Though | do wish Kristoff were here to 
help." She looked back up at her sister. "| know he just left yesterday, 
but | wish he was here again. Did he tell you when he was coming 
back?" 


While she had suspected this question would come sooner rather 
than later, Elsa still had to take a moment to figure out what she 
should tell her sister. / Know | promised him | wouldn't say anything, 
but it's really hard to keep secrets from Anna and | really don't want 
to. But | did promise and | really do want her to be surprised. 


Elsa shook her head. "No. He just said he had something to take 
care of and that he would be back as soon as possible." She sighed 
at her sister's sad look. "But I'm sure he would be here if he could. 
You know how much he loves you, little sister." Anna brightened up 
considerably at her sister's words and for that, Elsa was grateful. 
She never did like seeing Anna sad and it hurt her to have to 


obscure the truth from the younger woman. But she knew that in the 
end it would all be worth it. 


Anna giggled giddily. "You're right. There is no way he would be 
gone if he didn't have to be." She sighed again, her happiness 
slightly dissipated. "I'm just worried about him. It's just... whenever 
he leaves for ice harvesting... I'm always afraid he won't be back. 
I've seen what's out there and I'm scared for him. But | know he can 
take care of himself." Her eyes watered slightly and Elsa placed a 
loving hand on her sister's and gave it a slight squeeze. This tiny 
gesture from her sister, who once refused all physical human 
contact, gave Anna encouragement and she brightened up again. 
"Besides, the wedding is still months away, and he won't be gone 
any longer than necessary. | Know that. There is still plenty of time 
for him to give his input." 


"If you let him," Elsa added slyly. "At least this time he doesn't have a 
fiery, feisty pants little princess he has to drag along behind him, 
evading wolves and perilous chasms along the way. I'm sure his 
travels will be much safer and go much more quickly this time 
around." The two sisters shared a hearty laugh and finished 
breakfast before they parted ways with a quick hug, Elsa to her study 
to read over some treaties and Anna to town. It had been a long road 
back to sisterhood and there had been plenty of bumps and bruises 
along the way, but now, they were both loving the easy affection and 
warming closeness that they had both been denied for so long and 
they were grateful for every moment they had together. Walking out, 
Elsa renewed the silent vow she made to herself over a year ago, 
and every day since, to make sure to never let anything come 
between her and her sister ever again. 


No matter what. 


First Meeting 


a.n. I'm sorry about not getting this posted last week, but here 
is the next chapter for all of you! Be sure to check the update 
section of my profile for more info on this chapter and don't 
forget to read, review, and enjoy! 


Chapter 2: First Meeting 


The morning light crept softly through the crystalline walls and lit up 
the ice palace in beautiful, magical colors. Roused from sleep by the 
warming day, the sleeping couple slowly stretched and stood, still 
slightly shivering from the previous night's coldness. Knowing that 
their journey must resume as quickly as possible, but not wanting to 
leave this icy wonder, Erik helped to pull the woman to her feet and 
they decided to have one last look around at their frozen refuge 
before departing. 


Treading carefully, they took in the awe and grandeur of the icy 
stronghold, eyes scouring every last nook and cranny, committing as 
much as possible to memory. They walked every last inch of the 
palace, deliberately avoiding the grand room they had visited the 
night before, not wanting to imagine the awful scene that had to have 
taken place to cause the destruction they had seen. 


As they finished their tour, an imperceptible sparkle caught their eye. 
Pulling his wife along, Erik made his way to a shadowy corner. 
Bending down, he picked up a shining trinket, recognition dawning in 
his eyes. Holding it up to the light, he heard his wife's fearful gasp. A 
small, golden tiara glistened in the morning light. At the center of its 
tear drop- (or perhaps snowdrop)-shaped centerpiece, a light blue 
gem gleamed, beautifully reflecting the sunlight just as the icy walls 
around them did. Erik grasped the item tightly, the tears threatening 
to fall from his eyes. He pulled his wife closer, noticing the dampness 
of her cheeks. He tucked the treasure in his cloak and out of sight as 


he put a comforting hand on his wife's back, soothing her through 
her sobs. 


"Oh, Erik! How did that get here? Something terrible must have 
happened!" 


"Shh, Anya. Don't cry. | Know it looks bad, dear, but we have to be 
strong and stay calm. We don't know what happened here. This 
could mean anything. | Know it's hard, but if we want to find out, we 
have to get back to Arendelle, and quickly." Nodding morosely, Anya 
grabbed his hand and together, they tearfully headed towards the 
door. Though the distance was short, it was a solemn trek and they 
emerged out of the icy abode and into the bright morning sun, its 
cheery light a counterpoint to the now somber attitude of the couple. 
Even the magnificence of the structure, a beauty that they had 
marveled at the night before, no longer seemed as bright and 
wonderful. To anyone else, the sun's rays, which lit up every edge 
and facet of the icy walls, gave a feeling of warmth and security. It 
could make one almost feel safe. But to the saddened couple, the 
memories of the destruction they had seen the night before, first on 
the stairway and later in the room with the balcony, as well as the 
discovery of the familiar golden tiara, gave them just enough pause 
to remember what they were after and with heavy hearts, they 
departed. 


At the bottom of the stairs, they trekked towards the crest of the hill 
to begin their journey when a sharp, loud noise drew their attention 
to the downward eastern slope. It was too far away to hear distinctly, 
but it almost sounded like hollering, human hollering. Confusion was 
etched on both of their faces. This place was too far from any signs 
of civilization or habitation, even Arendelle, so why would anyone be 
all the way out here? More importantly, what could they be out here 
for? Moving away from the top of the hill, the couple moved closer to 
the stairs, hoping to stay out of sight long enough to assess the 
Situation. 


It wasn't long before the source of the commotion became known: a 
single reindeer was dashing through the snow, eagerly pulling a 


magnificent looking sled behind it. Though it was still some distance 
away, the couple could see at least one figure was in the sled, 
cheering on the reindeer. Knowing that they were still out of sight for 
now, the pair glanced at each other and nodded in silent agreement 
over what they knew they must do. Moments later, the reindeer burst 
over the top of the hill with the sled not far behind. Both the reindeer 
and its driver were unaware of the pair that just stood there in 
silence, watching the new arrivals laughing heartily over something. 
It didn't take long for their presence to go unnoticed, however, as the 
reindeer turned towards them, shock evident in its brown eyes. The 
driver, which they could now see was a man, noticed his 
companion's silence and turned too. Upon seeing the couple, his 
eyes showed the same shock as the reindeer's. The four of them 
stayed in silence for a long while, no one quite sure what to say. 
Finally, the sleigh driver got up and out of the sled to make his way 
over to the couple. He extended an awkward hand out towards them, 
a sincere, nervous smile gracing his face. 


"Uh, hi. I'm Kristoff and this is my buddy Sven," he gestured to the 
reindeer, "nice to meet you. And I'm sorry if we startled you. We 
weren't expecting to run into anyone out here." Erik grabbed his 
hand and shook it firmly. Now that he could see the man better, he 
noticed that Kristoff was a pretty big guy. Though he was only slightly 
taller than Erik himself, his broad shoulders gave him a much bigger, 
much more intimidating stature. The blonde hair that peeked out 
from what looked like a badly woven cap was short and scraggly. But 
it was his obviously warm clothes that struck Erik as odd: they were 
fairly nice, quite kempt with only the slightest wear and tear and they 
gave Kristoff a look that was incongruous with the rest of him. Erik 
kept his observations to himself and greeted this new arrival with a 
sincere smile. 


"It's a pleasure to meet you. I'm Frederick and this is my wife, Greta," 
he gestured towards Anya who remained by the stairway, knowing 
she would follow his lead. "We are just as Surprised as you were to 
find someone out here." He dropped Kristoff's hand expectantly. 


"Yeah. Usually, it's just Sven and | out here and we only come out 
here on business." 


"Really? What kind of business are you in that would bring you all 
the way out here?" Kristoff paused and stared at the man who had 
introduced himself as Frederick. He was proud, and often quite 
passionate, of the work he did, but he was finding it rather odd that 
someone he just met would be so curious to ask a question like that. 
Then again, his track record of weird requests asked by strangers 
did speak for itself, so who was he to judge? Falling back on the 
social conventions and manners that both Elsa and Anna (who was 
usually learning right alongside him) had tried to teach and ground 
into him over the last year, he responded as politely as he could. 


"I'm an ice harvester. My job often brings me far from town, including 
up this way, especially in the summer. It's really the only place that 
stays cool enough for ice to form and stay frozen long enough for me 
to deliver back to Arendelle." 


Arendelle. 


The couple looked at each other carefully, making sure to mask the 
surprise on their faces. "Arendelle? What do you know of Arendelle? 
Are you from there?" Erik tried to be cautious in his query, not 
wanting to give anything away. He hoped his eagerness for news 
didn't betray him. 


"Yeah. Currently, | guess. I've always been more of a nomad, a 
wanderer. But now, | guess Arendelle's become more of a home to 
me." At this Kristoff sported a dreamy smile. The couple was curious 
in this sudden change and they wanted to ask him about it but the 
look was gone almost as soon as it had appeared. "But enough 
about me. I'm curious as to why you two are here. It doesn't look like 
you are exactly equipped to be in a place like this and it isn't exactly 
the most hospitable of places to find yourself in without the proper 
gear and supplies. Trust me." 


"You certainly are observant, young man," Erik mused. He was truly 
impressed by the younger man's perceptiveness but he was still 
wary of him. He wasn't sure how observant the man was, if he knew 
more than he was letting on, or if he was indeed just a kind-hearted 
soul, willing to try to help them with no expectation in return. With no 
concrete proof in any case, he knew he wouldn't be able to 
completely trust this man yet. Putting his full faith and trust in 
someone he just met? What a truly ridiculous concept! "My wife and 
| are just wayward travelers and it was just good fortune that we 
happened upon this place last night," he gestured to the ice palace. 
Strangely, Kristoff didn't seem as impressed with it as they had 
assumed he'd be. They did notice that the blonde man was quiet as 
he stared at the structure, lost in thought. Moments later, he broke 
out of whatever trance he was in and spoke again, though it seemed 
as if he was still lost in thought. 


"It's good to see that the place did some good after all. No one has 
come here for over a year, ever since it happened. Well, | Know that 
she doesn't visit it anyway." He was speaking more to himself than to 
the pair, but he was heard nonetheless and his words stirred 
something in the woman. She nearly ran to get closer to the younger 
man, speaking to him for the first time. 


"Do you know what happened here?" Kristoff looked at her and was 
struck by her familiarity. Her slightly wrinkled face had a hardened 
look, as if she had spent years in sorrow and worry. Her dark brown 
hair was graying at the temples and Kristoff could see that slight 
streaks of gray were scattered throughout her long tresses. Her thin 
lips were creased in a slightly troubled frown, anxiety evident in their 
set. But it was her eyes, those brown pools that were windows into a 
worried, troubled soul that really got to him. When he looked into 
those eyes, he saw a strong, though still vulnerable, creature, 
someone who had had to endure years of pain, hardship, and 
heartache with little complaint but who could easily break down 
under the stress of having to shoulder such a burden. It was a look 
he had seen but few times before, a look he vowed to never see 
again now that he was there to help bear that impossible weight. 


"Uh... most of it, yeah," Kristoff stammered, not quite sure how to 
respond. The citizens of Arendelle all Knew the story of the Queen's 
flight into the mountains and her subsequent return, though certain 
parts of the tale were kept from the general populace and were only 
known to those intimately familiar with what happened, including 
Kristoff himself. Even most of the neighboring lands and kingdoms 
were at least partially aware of the events that surrounded that 
infamous eternal winter too, so Kristoff found her question curious. 
There was an awkward silence as the woman stared at him 
expectantly. "Why?" 


Erik took it upon himself to ease the palpable tension between the 
two. "| apologize, Mr. Kristoff. You see, my wife and | have been 
traveling for quite some time and we haven't had the opportunity to 
hear much news about anything, from anywhere. We were just 
surprised to have come upon this place and were just curious as to 
the history behind it. It certainly must be some tale." Erik watched as 
Kristoff looked between both him and Anya before nodding. 


"You're right. It is. But... it is not fully my tale to tell." The pair looked 
at him with curious surprise. "| don't know what your next destination 
is, Mr. Frederick, but this tale would best be told from the source. If 
the two of you would permit me to finish up my business here, | will 
gladly take you back with me to Arendelle and you can find out for 
yourselves. " 


Arendelle. 


Again, Kristoff spoke that name. Just what had happened in 
Arendelle? 


The couple exchanged glances. Anya nodded softly at her husband. 


"Mr. Kristoff," Erik looked the mountain man in the eyes, "my wife 
and | would be grateful for whatever assistance you can offer us. 
And we look forward to hearing all about... this." He waved his hand 
in the direction of the palace. "Thank you." Kristoff cocked his head 
in acknowledgement. 


"Okay. Just let me take care of some things and get the sled ready 
and then we can be on our way." With that, Kristoff headed back to 
his sled and the awaiting reindeer, letting him know of the change in 
plans. The couple stared at him as he did so, both with the same 
thoughts in their minds. 


What would they discover in Arendelle? 


Did they really want to know? 


Past, Present, and Future 


a.n. 1 did something a bit different with this chapter and | hope it 
works out. | was having a problem figuring out what to do with 
each of the three separate pieces so | decided to combine them 
into one chapter rather than separating them into two or three 
individuals chapters (and | don't think it would have worked as 
well that way). Check out my profile for more info and 
remember to read, review, and enjoy! 


Chapter 3: Past, Present, and Future 


The midday sun was high in the sky as the trio traveled to Arendelle. 
The trip was silent as the sleigh made its way over the bright white 
snow. It had been a few hours since they left the ice palace and not 
much had been said since, though Kristoff's actions and behavior at 
the icy fortress had left the couple with plenty of questions. 


After informing the reindeer of his intentions, Kristoff had headed up 
towards the palace. It was a moment before the couple realized that 
whatever business it was that had brought him up this way, it had 
something to do with their icy refuge. They had followed behind the 
mountain man as he climbed the frozen stairway, no trace of fear in 
his steps. They had seen his reverence and awe, the same feelings 
they had had, when he stepped through the door, though, they 
noticed, his was out of renewed wonder, not surprise. It was obvious 
to the couple that he had been here before. What purpose could 
have brought him here now? 


Kristoff had had no qualms about walking into the icy abode and had 
purposely made his way towards the climbing staircase, his eyes 
taking in the scene around him. The couple trailing behind him 
hesitated, debating about following him any further. The memories of 
what they had seen the night before were fresh in their minds and 
they were reluctant to revisit the scene. The clunky footsteps of the 


mountain man trudging up the stairs made up their minds and they 
hurried as carefully as they could to catch up to him. It wasn't until 
the three of them were standing outside the double doors at the top 
of the stairs that they saw any sort of hesitation on Kristoff's part. He 
seemed to be thinking about walking into the room that lay across 
the threshold and they noticed that he had a serious look on his face, 
a look much more solemn than any they had seen from him. Taking 
a deep breath, the blonde-haired man stepped through the doors, 
the couple close on his heels and watching his every move. 


He had faltered slightly as he stepped into the middle of the room but 
it wasn't due to the signs of destruction or the remnants of icy 
enchantment scattered about; the memories of the first, and last, 
time he had visited were brought instantly to his mind. Those 
terrifying images of Anna, heart struck by ice, body weakened from 
the frozen magic, replayed right before his eyes. He had been 
moments too late to push her out of the way of the icy blast; he still 
had nightmares about it and how close he came to losing her 
forever. It was a bittersweet moment as he stood there, taking in the 
beauty and wonder of the room: it was because of this place (well, 
more precisely, it's architect) that he had even met the girl, but it was 
also this place that set in motion the events that had very nearly 
caused her demise. As much as he would always be in awe of this 
icy retreat, there would always be a part of him that looked past the 
beauty to see the harshness and the danger that such an unyielding 
force could wield. 


As much as the memories hurt him, as painful as it was for him to be 
standing here, he did have a task to accomplish and he was 
determined to follow through. He walked around the room, carefully 
surveying the destruction. Though terrible, it wasn't as bad as he had 
feared. Elsa's stories of what had transpired in this room had 
shocked him, and Anna even more so, and he was worried that such 
a wonderful place would be beyond repair. It could have been so 
much worse; it could have ended so much worse, for everyone. It 
would take a bit of work but this place would be beautiful once again. 
It would be a place for warm, pleasant times and new, happier 


memories would be made. Its fearful past would never be forgotten, 
especially by him, but something good, something even more 
wonderful, would come out of it. He would make sure of it. 


Muttering to himself as he walked, he was unaware of the stares the 
couple was sending his way. They had noticed his hesitation and 
then his sure steps once they came through the door. Their initial 
fears over what had happened here were slightly suppressed as they 
watched the mountain man. The way he walked and looked over 
every inch of the room, unafraid, gave them hope. His initial 
demeanor outside had made it obvious that this was not his first visit 
to palace; perhaps his actions now indicated that all was not as bad 
as it seemed. They certainly hoped that that was what his careful 
observations meant. 


It didn't take Kristoff more than a few minutes to peruse the area, 
though he seemed to take a few extra seconds every time he passed 
by a certain spot in the center of the grand room. The balcony at the 
far end was his final stop and he had had to squint his eyes at the 
rising Sun coming over the mountains. As he turned around, he 
gently, carefully, closed the doors behind him and made his way to 
the exit. Erik and Anya moved out of the way, not wanting to intrude 
in any way. He gave the same gentle care to these doors as he had 
to those on the balcony before swiftly making his way back down the 
stairs. The couple followed him, stilly curious about his actions, but 
not quite sure how to approach him about it. He didn't give the 
entrance hall a second glance as he made his way out, the couple 
hurrying behind him. These doors he too pulled closed gently, 
though he ran one of his large hands reverently along the smooth 
face for a few moments before letting a soft sigh escape his lips. He 
seemed to glide down the stairs as he made his way to the sleigh, 
shuffling a few things around to make room for his newfound 
passengers. No one spoke a word as Anya and Erik were loaded 
into the sleigh, the slender woman taking a seat in the back amongst 
a heap of blankets while her husband took the passenger seat up 
front next to their guide. With a gentle shake of the reins, Sven took 
off back down the mountain, towards Arendelle. 


To home. 


Arendelle 


"Princess Anna?" Anna started as she was pulled from her happy 
daydreaming by the woman in front of her. She smiled sheepishly as 
she once again focused her attention on the woman and the displays 
in front of her. 


"Sorry." The older woman gave her a gentle smile and repeated 
herself, making sure to remind the princess of the meaning behind 
each of the flowers in the displays and what each one of them 
represented. Anna kept the smile on her face and nodded along at 
the woman's words. She tried her hardest to pay attention but she 
couldn't keep her mind from wandering. This wasn't really her forte. 
She wasn't the one who focused on and remembered all of the 
details and minutiae of every little thing; that was Elsa. She was 
more about just getting things done and over with so she could enjoy 
the rest of the day. She wished she could just grab the first thing that 
caught her eye, that she could just pick the first display, the first 
dress, the first delicious pastry she had tasted (although, she had to 
admit to herself, that decision had taken a little longer, and she had 
tasted a few more delicacies, than was probably necessary). 


But she had promised herself that this was an important event and 
she would do her best to make a well-informed decision. She didn't 
want any hasty planning or quick decisions to mar what would be the 
most wonderful day in her life. She had made that mistake once and 
she would never let herself face those terrible consequences again. 
She shuddered slightly at what she almost let happen, at what 
decisions made in the heat of the moment almost cost her. Never 
again would that happen. She would live happily ever after with the 
man of her dreams, someone who loved her for her and not just her 
status as a princess, someone who could live with all of her quirks 
and her craziness, someone who would never fail to give her a kiss 
of true love. 


A goofy grin spread across her lips as thoughts of a tall, well-built 
blonde invaded her mind. Kristoff may not have been the man she 
always imagined she'd end up with, but he was certainly the man 
she knew she needed. His loving smile could brighten any day and 
though his often too serious personality sometimes clashed with her 
more carefree attitude, there was a sweet, romantic side to him that 
never failed to make her giddy. He could leave her breathless with 
just a tender look or a gentle endearment. She had always assumed 
that when she found true love, it would be passionate and fiery, like 
an all-consuming inferno that burned everything in its path; she didn't 
know that it could also be a small, insistent spark that warmed her 
heart and never left. It was the kind of love that would never leave 
her cold, that would never abandon her. She had no idea that that 
kind of love even existed and now that she had discovered it, she 
would do her hardest to not let it slip through her fingers. She would 
do things slowly and properly this time. She would take her time. She 
owed him her life (though Elsa played a big role in that aspect too) 
and he needed to know that she would go through all of the tedious 
planning and decision-making for him. 


It took her a moment to realize that the florist had stopped talking. 
Anna shook her head to clear her mind of her wandering thoughts 
once again, though this time the woman wore an exasperated look. 


"Heh, sorry again. Um... thank you for your help. | need some time 
to think about it. And | need to talk it over with Kristoff. I'll let you 
know our decision as soon as | can." With that, Anna scurried as 
discretely as possible out the door, though she did manage to nearly 
knock over one of the colorful vases that stood next to the entrance 
on her way out. Throwing the woman an apologetic look, she shut 
the door behind her. 


She headed down the street to the next alleyway and leant up 
against the wall, letting out a deep breath. "Whew. That was bad. | 
probably should have been paying attention. | really do need to know 
this stuff. Too bad Elsa wasn't here. She's a lot better at this kind of 
thing than | am." Anna remained there in the alley for a few moments 


talking quietly to herself. She really wished Elsa or Kristoff had been 
able to come with her. She hated being alone. She had spent 
thirteen years alone in the castle with no one but her parents and the 
servants for company. It had been a lonely childhood and while she 
now understood her sister's self-imposed isolation, she would never 
forget all of the times she had had to spend alone. Though her 
parents had tried to fill the void that her sister's presence had once 
filled, they never could give her the same joy that Elsa once brought 
to her life. Their deaths only created another hole in her life and she 
never felt more alone than she had after their passing. 


But now, her life had changed. Her life of loneliness and quiet games 
for one had ended. There was more joy and happiness and laughter 
now than she ever remembered hearing. With the gates open and 
visiting dignitaries and ambassadors dropping by the palace more 
often than not, the place was almost never quiet and she was never 
lonesome. This last year, she hardly spent any time by herself; she 
was almost always with her sister or Kristoff. Olaf and Sven would 
even accompany her on the rare days when one of her human 
companions was unavailable. She discovered she enjoyed having 
someone else to talk with, someone who would laugh with her, 
someone who didn't mind her quirkiness. But Elsa was extremely 
busy today (aside from the quick lunch she had promised her sister 
she would meet her for), Kristoff was off with Sven to who knows 
where, and she had no idea where Olaf was hanging around. Right 
now, it was just her and the perpetual feeling of loneliness that she 
had managed to mostly forget about over the last twelve months was 
back and it scared her. 


"Anna!" 


Anna whipped her head up at the cheerful call and looked out into 
the street. She brightened when she saw the distinctive white blob 
running towards her on his stubby legs. She got down on her knees 
and opened her arms as the figure rushed to her, his own stick arms 
Opened up wide. 


"Olaf!" The diminutive snowman ran into her arms and she wrapped 
him up in a tight hug. His little arms couldn't quite reach around her, 
but neither one minded. She hugged him with all of the warmth and 
love she could muster. Their happy giggles echoed in the alleyway 
around them and they held each other for a long while. When they 
finally broke apart, both of them wore bright smiles on their faces. 


"Olaf! Where have you been all day? | was beginning to worry about 
you." Olaf looked at the princess shyly and shuffled his feet. 


"Well, | was playing tag with some of the kids in the village square 
and it got really intense, you Know. Somehow, during all of the 
running, | think | tripped and | managed to lose myself. This arm 
here," he raised up the left stick, “ended up in the fountain. And this 
leg," he held up his right foot, "ended up in a bucket near the 
bookstore. And I'm not even gonna tell you where my nose was." 
Anna stifled a giggle as she looked at the snowman, amusement in 
her eyes. "The kids helped find my pieces and | was only just now 
able to pull myself together again. | thought that was enough for me 
for today so | came looking for you." He looked around at their 
surroundings, just noticing where they were for the first time. "Why 
are we in an alley? Are you playing hide-and-seek? Who are you 
hiding from? Oh, can | play too?" Despite the stressful day the poor 
snow creature had surely undergone, his child-like wonder and 
upbeat attitude never got him down and Anna was cheered up 
instantly at his antics. 


"Oh Olaf," she giggled happily, "I'm not playing any games. I'm 
running errands and | just needed a break." She saw his slightly 
disappointed look but it wasn't long before the little snowman 
brightened. 


"Ooh, errands! Can | come with you?" She saw the pleading look on 
his face and couldn't say no. 


"Of course! | would be glad to have you with me! | have just a few 
more stops to make before | need to meet Elsa for lunch." She 


watched the little creature wave his arms in excitement before he 
turned around and headed back out into the street. 


"Yay! Oh, can we stop at the market? And the flower vendor? | bet 
he has some fresh wildflowers that smell absolutely delightful. Ooh 
and chocolate too! How can | forget about the chocolate? And then 
we can go to the..." Anna followed closely behind him as she 
emerged from the alley, his excited chatter making her feel better 
already. 


They were still some distance from Arendelle and the silence was 
Stifling. Kristoff was too busy concentrating on the route back to 
initiate any conversation. Though there was still plenty of time until it 
grew dark, he didn't want to take any chances. He took a more 
circuitous route back, one that gave a wide berth to the forest and 
any possible creatures lurking therein. His last experience with the 
wolves in the area was more than enough for him and he didn't want 
to repeat it. It was still early enough in the day that the canines were 
likely still asleep and couldn't be bothered with the trespassers in 
their territory. But Kristoff knew that the situation could change at any 
moment and he was determined to do his best to keep himself, his 
best buddy, and his passengers safe. 


The man next to him stirred slightly and Kristoff turned his attention 
to him. Looking at him more closely, he could see that the man 
looked to be around the same age as the woman, though it was hard 
to tell from beneath his graying beard. His brown hair sported the 
same gray as his beard and the combination of the two gave him a 
dignified, almost noble look. His eyes were tired with dark circles 
beneath them and the creases beneath them highlighted worry and 
strife. From what Kristoff could tell, Frederick was a bit wiry and 
slight, more so than most of the men he knew, and, like Greta, he 
seemed a bit too thin. The man's thin face was tanned and his lips 
were cracked, all indicators of hard work and lots of time spent in the 
outdoors, though the regal way he carried himself even now hinted 


at only recent hardship, not a lifetime of struggle. It was a curious 
contradiction. 


The man at his side shifted once again, this time turning to look at 
Kristoff. 


"How much longer do you think until we reach Arendelle?" 


"Probably an hour or so, two at the most." The older man nodded 
and turned back around, silence once again becoming the norm. The 
woman in the back, desperately wanting answers, took the initiative 
to end the silence. 


"Mr. Kristoff," she began slowly as she sat up closer to the man, 
watching as he turned his attention partially towards her, "you told us 
that whatever it was that happened back there," she gestured back 
towards North Mountain and the glorious ice palace they had left 
behind, "was not entirely your story to tell. | know we will have to wait 
until we are in Arendelle to hear it, but right now, I'm very curious to 
know what your story is though. Perhaps you could tell us a bit more 
about yourself." Kristoff sighed and thought about his next move. He 
didn't want to violate Anna and Elsa's confidence by telling these two 
strangers more than they should know, especially about the events 
that took place last year. The sisters should be around if their part of 
that story was to be told and he would have to hold off on regaling 
them with his part until then as well. But he could see no harm in 
telling them at least a bit more about himself. Elsa had warned him 
that by marrying her sister, he would be subjected not only to 
scrutiny but plenty of curious looks and questions from people who 
would wonder who he was to be marrying a princess. She told him 
that many of them, especially those from outside of Arendelle, would 
ask about him, about where he came from and how he can to be in 
the favor of the queen and her sister. It was a story he would have to 
tell over and over again, she warned him sympathetically, until the 
novelty of their coupling wore off. He might as well practice his 
storytelling now so he would be more at ease with it when the time 
came. He wasn't very comfortable talking to most people, let alone 
two people he had never met, yet there was something about this 


couple that he felt he could trust. There were very few people in his 
life that he could say that about. Aside from his troll family and Sven, 
there had been no one until Anna, and by association Elsa, that he 
ever felt truly comfortable around (and even though he loved them to 
death, the trolls did tend to overwhelm him most of the time). 


He shrugged. "Sure." He paused, not quite sure where to begin, but 
Greta was patient and didn't push him to continue and he could see 
that Frederick was interested in what he had to say as well. "| was 
pretty young when my parents died and it was not long after that 
when | met Sven here..." 


Home To Arendelle 


a.n. So here it is, Chapter 4. | finally got it posted. | know it's a 
little late, but this is a long one and it was tough to write. I like 
how it turned out, though it wasn't exactly what | was 
envisioning for this chapter. | hope you all like it and | look 
forward to reading your reviews. Don't forget to read, review, 
and enjoy! 


Chapter 4: Home To Arendelle 


"... and about a year ago, | found myself working in the mountains 
when Arendelle's most unusual summer began." Here Kristoff 
paused, unsure of how to continue. He had related his own tale to 
the couple and they were nearing the end of their journey. His part of 
the story was over and judging by the tentative questions the couple 
had asked him as he regaled them and the sudden silence that had 
come over the occupants of the sled, he knew that the pair was 
anxious to know about the events that had transpired. Arendelle was 
just over the next hill and once they reached the town, it wouldn't be 
long before all of their questions would be answered. He turned and 
saw the couple's eyes on him, waiting for him to continue. "That's... 
uh... the end of my story. That's really all | can tell you now. Once we 
reach Arendelle, you'll find out what you really want to know, straight 
from the source." That seemed to satisfy the pair and they relaxed in 
their seats to enjoy the rest of the trip. It wasn't too much longer 
before the final hill came into view. Knowing what was coming, Sven 
sped up and the sleigh gained a bit more speed as they crested it, a 
wonderful sight greeting their eyes. 


Down below, lit up by the bright summer sun, was the town of 
Arendelle. A small town nestled on a watery fjord, the little village, to 
an unknowing visitor, seemed too small, too insignificant. Though the 
town, and the kingdom itself, was fairly isolated from others, it hada 
thriving trade culture that depended on good relations with 


neighboring kingdoms and lands. Though the past year had been 
hard on both the tiny kingdom and their international relations, with 
the severing of ties between both the Southern Isles and Weselton, 
as well as several other once key allies that felt it was in their best 
interests to not be connected to Arendelle any longer, it not only 
survived, it thrived. The tale of Arendelle's eternal winter and 
subsequent thaw, and its magical snow queen, spread far and wide 
and there were plenty of kingdoms that wanted to have such a 
powerful place as both a trading partner and ally. Now, the kingdom 
and its people were reaping the benefits. Ships were constantly 
coming and going into the many ports and the marketplace was 
always busy with both local and foreign merchants exchanging 
goods and wares. Even the palace gates, which had once stayed 
closed for over a decade, remained wide open and were never shut 
again. Arendelle was an open, free place, and people from all walks 
of life, royalty included, were free to come and go as they pleased. 


While Kristoff had been witness to this view many times, to him, it 
never got old. It would always be like coming home from a long 
journey, no matter how long or short his ice excursions were. Once 
upon atime, he had been perfectly content to wander from place to 
place with only a reindeer as a companion, sleeping outside, and 
rarely venturing to town if he could help it. City life was just not for 
him; he had spent too much time away from such hustle and bustle, 
first as an orphan and then with the trolls in their little valley, to be 
truly comfortable with so many people and so many tight places. But 
once he met Anna, he gradually grew more at ease with such things. 
Anna, who herself had never been around many people in her own 
life, had been much more successful than he in coming to terms with 
her new life and she tried her hardest to get him to relax in his new 
surroundings. Her bubbly attitude and optimistic outlook on life, even 
after everything she had been through, started to rub off on him and 
it wasn't long before he too had settled into city life. Now, he always 
breathed a happy sigh of relief whenever he returned home to 
Arendelle, for that is what it was. His home. The first real home he 
had ever had. The one place he would never leave. The place where 
his new life with Anna would soon begin. 


Unknown to the mountain man, whose loving expression was 
reflected by his reindeer companion, the pair of passengers wore a 
very different look on their faces. Erik and Anya both had 
expressions of shock, awe, and surprise, though beneath the 
surface, they were both carefully masking their gratitude and joy at 
the sight before them. Arendelle was just as beautiful as it had been 
the last time they had seen it, though there seemed to be something 
even more spectacular about it now. 


Heading down the hill and growing closer to the town, they hid their 
anxiety well as happy cheers and laughter echoing through the 
streets and the gleeful shouts of merchants and vendors selling their 
merchandise met their ears. The din grew louder as the sleigh pulled 
them towards the town and it seemed only moments before they 
found themselves at the town's outer limits. Yet, to their surprise the 
reindeer never stopped and their guide didn't try to force him. Sven 
contentedly pulled them along into the town with little prompting from 
the driver. Erik turned to question Kristoff, but stopped when he 
noticed that the people were smiling at them as they passed by, 
waving to the man and his reindeer. He even caught a few of the 
townsfolk bowing slightly to the blonde, much to Kristoff's 
discomfiture. Both Erik and Anya were startled at the act. If it wasn't 
for Kristoff's dismissive hand gesture and general awkward 
demeanor every time, they would have believed the action was for 
them, and they were almost afraid that they had been recognized. 
They both breathed a sigh of relief when they realized that Kristoff 
was the intended recipient of each and every one, though they were 
confused as to why he was getting such treatment. 


The mountain man must have sensed their curiosity since he turned 
to face the couple, his face red with embarrassment. 


"Uh... yeah. You're probably wondering about that. It's kind of 
embarrassing actually. You see..." 


"Sir Kristoff! Welcome back!" 


"Sir Kristoff, did you have a pleasant endeavor?" 


"How is the ice harvesting going up in the mountains, Sir Kristoff?" 


Sir Kristoff? Why were they calling him that? If the pair had been 
confused before, they certainly were more so now. They gaped at 
the man in stunned silence as he thanked the well-wishers and 
answered their questions. 


Once they made their way through the crowd, Kristoff turned once 
more to his companions. 


"| really wish they wouldn't call me that," he muttered dejectedly 
before focusing on his passengers. "Uh... as | was saying, most of 
that has to do with what happened last year... which, of course you 
don't know about yet." He smiled sheepishly at them. "But as for the 
rest of it... | guess you can Say it's because of..." 


"Sven! You're back!" Kristoff was again cut off, though this time a 
happy grin made its way to his face before he mouthed a "Sorry" to 
the pair as he whipped around to look for the voice. Erik and Anya, 
still confused and a little miffed at being interrupted again, followed 
Kristoff's actions and looked towards where they had heard the 
voice. At first, they didn't see anyone. The crowd had pretty much 
disappeared as the townspeople resumed their business and the 
area around them was pretty deserted. No one was paying them any 
attention anymore and they didn't see any one around who could 
have shouted. 


"Olaf!" Kristoff laughed and the couple watched as the sleigh slowed 
to a stop and the ice harvester jumped out and rushed to the side of 
the street, away from the sled. They stayed where they were and 
were astounded as a white blob appeared, seemingly out of 
nowhere, and dashed right up to Kristoff. 


Was that a snowman running towards them? 
Kristoff stood there and let the blob come to him. As much as he 


liked the little guy, he wasn't really that comfortable with showing a 
lot of affection in public to anyone, though Sven and Anna were two 


notable exceptions. But he knew how openly affectionate Olaf was, 
so he was willing to pat the creature on the top of his snowy head as 
he received a tight squeeze on the leg. 


"Hey Olaf. What have you been up to? Keeping yourself out of 
trouble?" Kristoff smirked knowingly. As kind-hearted as the 
snowman was, he was quite naive in the ways of the world and his 
good intentions often had not-so-good conclusions. But he was 
learning. Elsa, Kristoff, and especially Anna were always there to 
help him out and teach him whenever his actions had unintended 
consequences. 


"Oh, you know not much. I've just been wandering around town and 
playing with the kids. We had this awesome game of tag going on 
earlier, but | kind of fell apart and had to stop playing while they got 
my pieces back together. Then | found Anna and helped her with her 
errands before she went back to the castle for lunch. | stayed with 
her for a while but since she had to do whatever it is she usually 
does during the day, | came back outside to play. But then | found 
you!" Kristoff heard the wonder and excitement in the little creature's 
voice and couldn't help the soft smile that graced his lips at the 
mention of his fiancée's name. Olaf loved Anna, and he knew that 
she adored the snowman just as much. Both of them had that 
infectious child-like naivete that never failed to bring a smile to 
anyone they came into contact with. It certainly worked on him. 


"She's back at the castle, huh?" Olaf nodded and Kristoff had a 
thoughtful look on his face. "Then | guess we better go find her to let 
her know I'm back. Come on, I'll give you a ride back." Kristoff turned 
and gestured to the snowman to follow him. 


During the entire exchange, Erik and Anya remained silent in the 
sled, watching the scene before them. They couldn't hear what was 
being said between the mysterious mountain man and the strange 
talking snowman, but they could tell that the two seemed to be 
friends. They were only the slightest bit startled when Kristoff headed 
back towards them, the newcomer close on his heels. They looked 
on in awe as the snowman finally noticed them, his eyes and mouth 


wide in astonishment. The two of them were at a loss for words. 
What exactly did one say to a talking snowman? 


"Hey Sven, who are they?" Kristoff had stopped by the sled to help 
his snow buddy up and realized he hadn't made the introductions 
yet. 


"Oh sorry, buddy. | guess | forgot to introduce you. Olaf, this is 
Frederick and his wife Greta. | ran into them up in the mountains. 
Frederick, Greta, this is Olaf." A wide smile soon appeared on Olaf's 
face and he waved his arms enthusiastically. 


"Hi, I'm Olaf and | like warm hugs!" There was something eerily 
familiar about that statement that struck the couple, as if some 
forgotten memory, long-buried within their minds, was trying to 
escape. But, as quickly as it had appeared, the feeling was gone and 
the couple was left to stare at the little creature. His head was almost 
comically disproportionate to the rest of his body, but it somehow 
worked for him. He had short stubby legs that seemed to struggle to 
hold the rest of him up and the bright orange carrot nose he sported 
seemed to attract the attention of the reindeer, who had turned his 
head to look at Olaf, a playful glint in his big brown eyes. The most 
curious part of the whole thing, however, had to be the little snow 
flurry that seemed to hover over him, staying with him no matter 
where he went. They had noticed it had stayed right overhead during 
his short talk with Kristoff and it had followed him on his quick walk to 
the sled. It was as if it possessed some kind of magical quality. The 
pair shared a quick look at this realization and their anxiety only 
increased. They needed answers and they needed them soon. 


Both Kristoff and Olaf missed the look that passed between the 
couple when he reached down and picked up the snowman to place 
him in the sled next to the woman and he happily settled in 
comfortably as Kristoff took his seat up front and their trip resumed. 


Minutes later, the traveling companions found themselves trotting 
across a bridge, drawing closer and closer to the magnificent castle 
that presided regally over Arendelle. Erik and Anya grew more 


apprehensive as they approached, confused and fearful. It wasn't 
until they were right at the gates that they gasped in shocked. They 
knew something was different about is place, that something had 
happened to the town. Now, they were finally able to see what it was 
that was different about the castle, and the village, that they had 
once called home: 


No longer were the gates closed. 
The castle was open. 


There were throngs of people wandering up and down the bridge 
and in and out of the gates and the castle's courtyard, oblivious to 
the stares of the couple. But it was the look on the faces of the 
people that they passed by that really tugged at their hearts. 


Everyone was happy. 
Free. 


The people were joyfully milling about, mingling with one another, 
coming and going as they pleased. It was a surprising sight, one 
they thought they would never see again. As surprising, and even 
welcoming, as it was, it also filled them with trepidation. They had 
heard rumors, of course, but this was something different. To see the 
place like this, such a drastic change from what they last knew, was 
a bit overwhelming. They had always feared it would be dangerous, 
deadly even, to have such freedom and openness amongst the 
populace, let alone to have so many visitors and unfamiliar faces 
roaming around, especially here. But the town, and the people, 
seemed none the worse for it. In fact, from what they could tell, the 
citizens were happy and the town seemed to be thriving. The pair 
thought their questions would be answered by coming back; yet it 
seemed like they had even more questions than ever before, none 
more important than the one they seemed to dread above all others: 


What happened? 


As they made their way through the gates and into the courtyard, 
they received the same welcome as they had in town as people once 
again stopped what they were doing to spout their greetings to the 
group. Kristoff's embarrassment returned as he shyly accepted the 
words and praises of the citizens. Before long, they found 
themselves just outside of the doors that led into the interior to the 
castle. Here, Kristoff stopped the sled and disembarked, making 
sure to go around to the side to help out the happy little snowman 
before returning to unhitch Sven from the sled. Erik jumped out of 
the front seat and went to help his wife and the two of them stared in 
awe at the sight before them. 


It had been a long time since they last saw these doors. They had 
dreamed about this sight for a long time and to actually be standing 
here after so many years, it was a bit overwhelming. But they had to 
rein in their emotions. It wouldn't bode well for them to break down 
now, not when they were so close to getting all of the answers they 
had ever wanted. They had managed to compose themselves just as 
Kristoff and Olaf joined them. The mountain man stepped forward 
and pushed open the heavy door and the four of them stepped into 
the entrance hall. 


A wave of nostalgia and emotions overcame the couple, but they 
carefully hid their feelings from their companions as they looked 
around. Neither Kristoff nor Olaf seemed to be as in awe as they had 
assumed they'd be. Most people looked around in reverence 
whenever they entered the castle, the look of amazement obvious on 
their faces and their anxiety evident in the way they nervously 
shuffled as they went about whatever business it was they had come 
there for. But the ice harvester and the snowman showed none of 
that; in fact, they seemed quite comfortable, practically at home, in 
the opulent room. They were ready to question him about everything 
they had witnessed so far when an excited cry rang out. 


"KRISTOFF!" All four of them turned their heads to the grand 
staircase where a red and green blur was quickly making its way 
down their stairs. Kristoff's face broke into a wide grin as he watched 


the blur head towards him. Even Olaf's snowy mouth opened in the 
widest smile they had ever seen from anyone, man or snowman. Ina 
matter of seconds, Kristoff had stepped forward and intercepted the 
speedy blur, sweeping the figure up in his arms. 


From this distance, the couple could just barely make out the shape 
of a woman squealing happily as she was spun around by the ice 
man. They watched as the happy reunion unfolded as Kristoff pulled 
the woman into his arms, squeezing her gently. A few silent kisses 
and murmured words of affection were exchanged between the two 
before Kristoff grabbed her hand and pulled her over to the rest of 
the group, the smile never leaving his face. As they grew closer, her 
features became clearer and it took everything in them not to gasp 
out loud. She stood next to Kristoff, hands intertwined as he made 
the introductions. 


"Let me introduce you to a couple of people | met up in the 
mountains. Anna, this is Frederick and Greta. Frederick, Greta, I'd 
like you to meet Princess Anna of Arendelle." 


Introductions 
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Chapter 5: Introductions 
Anna stared at the couple in front of her, a giddy smile on her face. 


"Hi! Pleasure to meet you!" Her voice rang with laughter, a 
melodious tone that echoed throughout the hall. She bowed slightly 
at the waist as she greeted the couple, her hand never leaving 
Kristoff's. Her smile was bright and her face was slightly flushed, 
whether it was from her exuberant nature or the happy reunion they 
had witnessed, the pair couldn't tell, but it didn't really matter to 
them. Just the sight of her took their voices away and they could do 
nothing but watch her. Her seemingly boundless energy and 
enthusiasm brought a wave of nostalgia, and memories of another 
time, another life, swam through their minds, the images just as clear 
as they had been all those years ago: 


They smiled tenderly at an infant, a newborn, with a mop of reddish 
brown hair sleeping contently in her crib as a warm breeze wafted 
through the windows and the stars twinkled brightly. 


They were witness to a toddler, who was just finding her feet, 
running as fast as she could through one of the many hallways of the 
castle, her happy laughter ringing everywhere she went. 


They cried for a lonely young child, a streak of white in her otherwise 
brown locks, sitting alone in the darkened ball room, two familiar 
dolls in her hands. 


And finally they saw a teenage girl, on the cusp of womanhood, 
hugging her parents as they were departing for a voyage, not 
knowing it would be the last time she would ever see them. 


As these thoughts raced unbidden through their minds, Erik and 
Anya remained silent, contemplative looks on their faces. Before 
them was a young woman, not much different than the teenager they 
had left behind. She looked the same, she sounded the same, and, 
from what they could tell, she even acted the same. But there was 
something more to her, something that they couldn't quite see, that 
was definitely different, that made her somehow more complete. She 
had always been happy and cheerful, her buoyant personality 
evident even at a young age. 


Yet she seemed even happier now, if that was possible. The glow in 
her cheeks and the wide grin on her face were evidence of that. Not 
to mention the enthusiastic greeting she had just given Kristoff. 


The long silence had apparently gotten to the girl and she stared at 
the couple with a concerned look on her face. "Uh... hello? Hi?" She 
turned a questioning look to Kristoff before looking back towards the 
pair. "Is something wrong?" 


Erik was the first to respond. "Uh sorry....your Highness. We were 
just not expecting to actually meet you in person." Anna brightened 
up again, her grin as wide as ever. 


"Oh, it's just Anna please. And | get that. A lot. Actually, it seems like 
everyone | meet for the first time does that... well, everyone except 
for Kristoff." She turned a loving glance toward the mountain man 
beside her and he sported a goofy grin at her look. 


"Okay then... Anna," Erik stammered and the princess and the ice 
harvester turned guilty faces towards him, "it's a pleasure to meet 


you." Erik bowed slightly and Anya followed suit. 
"What brings you to Arendelle, Frederick?" 


"My wife and | are just weary travelers and we happened to come 
across Kristoff here when we were up in the North Mountain. He 
offered us a ride back here, though we had no idea that we would 
actually be visiting the palace and meeting... you." Anya and Erik 
eyed the young woman warily, searching for any sign of recognition. 
This certainly wasn't how they had planned for this meeting to 
happen. They hadn't really planned on what they would do once they 
returned to Arendelle, though seeing Anna now certainly was never 
part of their intention. If the girl with the auburn hair recognized them, 
it was impossible to tell. They would have to tread carefully. "We've 
heard a lot about Arendelle in our recent travels and were curious 
about it. Kristoff told us that he knew all about the events that 
transpired a year ago, though he was only able to tell us his portion 
of the story. He told us we would find out the rest once we reached 
town." 


Anna sighed and everyone could tell her mood had saddened a bit. 
Kristoff pulled her just a little bit closer, reassuring her with a gentle 
squeeze on her hand. "Well, | guess that means I'm next to tell you 
my part in the story, huh? | guess I'm the right person for that. After 
all, there would be no story if it wasn't for me," Anna giggled 
nervously, missing the startled expressions on Erik and Anya's faces. 
The couple gasped. Though they had feared the worst and deep 
down they knew that the tale had something to do with the young 
woman before them, they were still hoping they were wrong. 


"Y..you were involved with what happened?" Anya spoke her first 
words since coming into town and her voice betrayed her concern. 
Anna turned to look at her, a questioning look in her eyes. 


"Yeah. If | hadn't made her mad, she wouldn't have run away and | 
wouldn't have had to chase her. And then | wouldn't have met Kristoff 
and he wouldn't have come back to save me and then he would 
have succeeded and we would all be dead now and..." 


"Anna! Slow down! | think you're overwhelming them." Kristoff 
interrupted her and placed a gentle hand on the young woman's 
shoulder. She stopped and calmed down considerably, taking a deep 
breath to compose herself. 


"| apologize," Anna stated apologetically, "sometimes, especially with 
this, | get a little worked up and when | get worked up | can't stop 
rambling, at least that's what they tell me, and when | start rambling | 
get nervous and..." 


"Anna!" 


"Sorry." Anya and Erik looked on silently, bewildered at what they 
were witnessing. 


"| guess | should start at the beginning. It all began a little overa 
year ago at..." 


"Excuse me." The group all turned to face a slightly nervous looking 
man dressed in the garb of the palace servants. "Master Kristoff," the 
man bowed slightly, "her Highness requests your presence as soon 
as possible. She's waiting for you in her office." Kristoff sighed. 


"Alright. Thank you, Jorgen. Please tell her I'll be there in a few 
moments." The servant left and Kristoff faced Anna and the couple. "I 
guess | shouldn't keep the queen waiting. Anna, why don't you tell 
them your part of the story and when we're done, she can tell them 
hers?" Anna looked at him seriously. 


"| don't know if she'll want to do that, Kristoff. You Know how she is. 
She's still a bit sensitive about that particular subject." 


"Believe me, | understand that. But it's been a year, Anna. I'm sure 
she'll be fine. She's a lot stronger now than she was a year ago; she 
can handle it. | know it. But you know her better than anyone. Do you 
really think she'll be okay with it?" Anna had a contemplative look on 
her face for a moment. She knew her sister still sometimes struggled 
with the memories of the events of last year and it was often difficult 


for her to tell anyone about what happened, even Anna. But it had 
been a year; that should be time enough for those memories to not 
hurt, for that pain to fade. Elsa was strong and a lot more in control 
than she had been last year. Surely it wouldn't be too difficult for her 
to talk, would it? 


"| think it will be okay. She's gotten a lot better this year, you know. 
And you know how she is about accommodating guests and the 
people of the kingdom. She really won't have a reason to say no if 
you ask her nicely." 


"What? Me? Why?" Anna giggled at his flustered look. Even after a 
year, he was still intimidated by her sister sometimes, though she 
didn't know if it was because of Elsa's powers, because she was the 
queen, or if it was because she was his fiancée's older sister and 
sole family member. She had a feeling it was the latter one. 


"Because, O brave and loyal Royal Ice Master and Deliverer, you 
have a meeting with her to get to and | have our wonderful guests to 
entertain. Don't worry; I'm sure she won't bite your head off... much." 
Anna turned to the visitors to avoid the stunned look on Kristoff's 
face. "Let's go make ourselves more comfortable while | tell you this 
story. Kristoff's business with the queen shouldn't take too long and 
they'll join us shortly." She looked down at the little snowman by her 
feet. "Olaf, would you like to join us?" 


He grinned his snowy grin. "Nah. I'm gonna go see what's going on 
in the kitchen. Maybe they'll give me some chocolate!" Everyone 
watched as he waddled away and Anna gave Kristoff a quick peck 
before leading her guests down the hall to the sitting room. She 
heard Kristoff scrambling to regain his senses before he took off up 
the stairs in search of Elsa. 


Once they were alone, Erik voiced the question that both he and his 
wife had been too afraid to ask. 


"Anna?" The princess turned towards him a happy look on her face. 


"Yes?" 


"If you don't mind me asking, who is queen of Arendelle?" Anna's 
sudden giggle startled the couple. 


"Wow, you really don't know the story do you?" The both shook their 
heads. "Well who else would be queen but my sister, Elsa." 


"So how did it look?" Kristoff had met Elsa in her office not long after 
the rest of the group departed. He had knocked quickly on her door 
and had been granted acceptance immediately. Upon walking in, he 
saw that she was seated at her desk, a pile of paperwork in front of 
her. When she noticed his entrance, she looked up with a smile on 
her face and stood up to give him a quick hug. While she was still 
getting used to openly showing affection to others, she was quickly 
learning and with Kristoff and Anna's impending wedding, she knew 
it would be best to get comfortable with her soon-to-be brother-in- 
law. 


Kristoff shrugged. "Not bad. It does need some cleaning up and I'll 
start bringing up supplies little by little, but it won't need that much 
work." He paused. "You really should go up and see it sometime." 


Elsa sighed and turned toward the window. "I know. You know | want 
to. | just... can't. There's too many bad memories associated with 
that place." She shivered a little thinking of her wonderful ice palace, 
the most beautiful thing she had ever created with her powers. It was 
the first time she had ever felt truly in control of her powers, the first 
time she wasn't afraid to just let it all go and to be who she truly felt 
she could be. It was the first time she had ever really felt at home 
since her parents’ death. 


But, it was also the one place that she feared above all others. She 
had almost lost everything there. She had nearly killed her sister with 
an unintentional blast of her powers. She had nearly killed two men 
out of fear and panic. She had nearly become the one thing she, her 
parents, and the townspeople had all feared. 


A monster. 


A monster that lost control and nearly destroyed everything and 
everybody she ever really cared about. 


A monster that deserved to be isolated from everyone for their own 
safety. 


A monster that didn't really belong here, or anywhere, for that matter. 


Her breath hitched as she started sobbing while the memories of 
those events played over, again, in her mind. A heavy hand on her 
shoulder made her panic for a brief moment before she realized that 
Kristoff was offering her his unwavering support and comfort. She 
quickly dried her tears before she turned back around, gracing 
Kristoff with a thankful smile. He smiled back and they just stood 
there in silence for a moment while she composed herself. 


"Thank you, Kristoff. Perhaps | will visit one day. But not now. | just 
can't right now. But | will do whatever | can to help you. | Know this 
will be a wonderful surprise for Anna." 


"I'm sure it will be. And | will take you up on that offer to help. I'll need 
someone to distract Anna every time | need to go up there to prepare 
the place. You know she'd follow me if she could." They both grinned 
at the image that presented of the precocious young woman 
sneaking out of the palace and tracking her mountain man, trying to 
pry his secret from him. 


"Speaking of my sister, where is she? | thought for sure once you 
came back, she would be hanging on you every moment. | didn't 
notice her hanging around outside the door when you came in." 


"She's ahh..." Kristoff fumbled for an answer. How could he 
approach this delicately? "She's entertaining some guests.” 


"Guests? | didn't realize we had any visitors to the palace today. Why 
wasn't | informed?" 


"Well, they were sort of a surprise." Elsa raised her eyebrows, urging 
him to continue. "I met them when | was up at your ice palace. It 
seems they had taken refuge there. They were lost travelers and | 
offered to bring them back to Arendelle with me." 


"| understand your generosity, Kristoff, and | commend you for what 
you did. But why bring them here?" 


"Uh... you see... they had some questions about your ice palace 
and how it came to be and what happened last year. It seems that 
they had heard rumors and were interested in the story. | told them | 
would bring them here and they could find out the answers for 
themselves, straight from the source. | didn't tell them anything that | 
thought you and Anna should tell them and right now, Anna is telling 
them her part of the story. She told them that you would be down to 
regale them with yours." 


"|... | don't think that's a good idea. | don't know if Anna told you, but 
| still get nightmares." He nodded. 


"She told me. But | think you'll be fine. It's been a year, Elsa. You are 
strong, a lot stronger than you were last year. You are more in 
control of yourself than you have ever been. | think you can do this. | 
think you need to do this. You need to let the past go and live. You 
can't let your fear of what happened stop you from enjoying 
yourself." His steady hand never left her shoulder and she took 
strength from that. He was right. As much as she hated feeling weak 
and not in control, her refusal to let the memories of the last year go 
were holding her back. Fear was preventing her from truly living. 
This last year had been great as she got to know her people and her 
city. She no longer hid in her room and frequently spent time out 
amongst the townspeople. She had fun. She laughed. She used her 
powers for good, to create beautiful, wonderful mementos for the 
people. She got to know her sister again. But for every good thing 
she did, for all of the fun she had, there was always a part of her that 
held back, a part of her that was still scared of what happened, a 
part of her that still held on to the fear of the past. If she truly wanted 


to move past what happened, if she truly wanted to escape the 
memories of the past, she had to do it. 


She had to let it go. 


"You're right. It is holding me back. | can't truly be happy, | can't 
really live, if | let this pain control me. | need to get past it." She 
sighed and began walking towards her door, Kristoff on her heels. 
"Plus, | shouldn't keep my guests waiting. Let's go say hello." 


"And that's about it. It was really scary, but | don't think | would have 
done anything different if it meant saving my sister." The room was 
silent as the trio sat together in the sitting room. Anna's story had 
certainly been unbelievable and if they had been anyone else, they 
probably wouldn't have believed it themselves. But they knew a lot 
more than they let on and while the story certainly surprised, even 
shocked them, it wasn't something that was impossible for them to 
believe. Not by a long shot. 


"That's... some story." 


"Yeah. But you really need to hear Elsa's side of it. | don't know 
everything she went through over those couple of days, but | know 
that it was hard for her. | hope Kristoff can convince her to come talk 
to you." A short repetition of knocks on the door let the group know 
they had company. "Come in." 


Kristoff opened the door and glanced around the room to judge the 
atmosphere. "Is everything all right in here?" 


Anna smiled. "Of course, Kristoff. And Elsa?" He nodded and 
opened the door wider to let himself in. He turned back towards the 
hallway and gestured to someone. As the second figure made her 
way in, Anna stood up from the couch, her guests following her. 
Once the queen stepped through the entryway and into the light, 
Anna made the introductions. 


"Frederick, Greta, may | introduce Queen Elsa of Arendelle. Elsa, 
this is..." 


"M... momma? Papa?" 


Confronting the Past 
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Chapter 6: Confronting the Past 


Silence enveloped the room which had suddenly grown much, much 
colder. No one dared to move and they were all too afraid to speak. 


Anna remained where she was, though her eyes grew wide in 
surprise as she whipped her head to look at her guests. Neither one 
of them attempted to counter Elsa's words, though both wore guilty 
expressions. 


Kristoff stood ramrod straight near the door, his own shock at the 
queen's words had nearly caused him to stumble before he 
managed to catch himself. 


And the queen herself stood just inside the entryway, her eyes just 
as wide as her sister's, a definite chilly aura surrounding her as her 
icy blue eyes stared hard at the ghosts from her past. Without a 
word, the queen turned and fled back out the door. 


Anna was the first to make a move as she turned and dashed out 
after her sister, shouting her name as she left, deliberately ignoring 
the iced planks of the floor. 


"ELSA! Wait!" 


Kristoff was left alone with the two visitors and not one of the three of 
them knew what to do next. The man he knew as Frederick made a 


move to follow the two royals but the ice harvester put a hand up to 
stop the older man. 


"Give them some time." He looked at the other man and saw the 
slightest of nods. "I don't know if what Elsa said is true, but there's no 
one she'll talk to when she's like this but Anna. If anyone can get 
through to the queen, it's her." Another nod and more silence as the 
three of them stood there awkwardly, all of them wanting to join the 
two who had fled. Once again, the mountain man took the diplomatic 
route. 


"| don't know if you are who you say you are or if you're who Elsa 
says you are. Right now, | really don't care. What | do care about is 
Anna and what she cares about is Elsa. If you have any untoward 
intentions for either of them, | will have to stop it now before they get 
hurt. While they are gone, | ask that you tell me your story, the truth 
this time. | will find out and it would be in your best interest to come 
clean now rather than later. | will not let you get to either one of them 
if you intend them harm." His piece said, Kristoff waited for a 
response. 


Erik looked at this man before him. When he and his wife had first 
met him, they had assumed he was no more than an ordinary, run- 
of-the-mill ice harvester. Even after he had told them that he was 
involved in the events that they so desperately wanted to know 
about, they didn't believe he was really anything more than that. But 
now, after seeing his familiarity with the two royals and his firm, 
resolute declaration for their safety, he was so much more than they 
had expected. He seemed to genuinely care about the sisters and 
wanted nothing more than their safety and happiness, though based 
on the warm welcome he had received it was obvious to both of 
them that there was something more between him and Anna than 
just mere friendship. 


Anya stood next to her husband and took his hand, offering him her 
support. They shared a glance and she nodded at him. Erik released 
a deep sigh. 


"We were hoping we would have a little more time to assess things 
here before we revealed ourselves, but it doesn't look like we have 
that luxury anymore." He paused and drew strength from his wife 
who squeezed his hand gently in reassurance. "It is just as my dau... 
the queen said. My name isn't Frederick; it's Erik and this is my wife 
Anya, not Greta. We are... were the King and Queen of Arendelle." 


If she didn't know her sister as well as she did and hadn't known 
where Elsa would have sought refuge, Anna would have been able 
to follow the icy trail that noticeably led from the sitting room to her 
sister's bedroom. She knew that her sister needed her space; when 
she was this worked up, it was best for her to be by herself to reign 
in her emotions, to gain control of her oftentimes wild mood swings. 
But she also knew that Elsa would need someone to talk to when 
she was ready and she wanted to be there when that happened. She 
didn't know when that may be, but she would wait outside her sister's 
door all day and night if she needed to. 


Arendelle's princess approached the door that led to the queen's 
bedroom and as she lifted her hand to knock, she could feel the cold 
air emanating from within. Her five rap staccato was met with silence 
and for a moment, Anna considered turning away and just waiting 
out her sister's self-imposed exile in her own room. She was only a 
little Surprised when she heard Elsa's quiet voice from behind the 
door. 


"Come in." Anna composed herself and turned the knob. The metal 
was cool to the touch and the young woman braced herself for what 
she might face when she walked through the door. 


The sight that met her was nothing like she had imagined from the 
first moment her sister had fled the sitting room. She had pictured all 
sorts of scenarios, from a quiet, dignified Elsa carefully composed as 
she stared reflectively out her window to a more unhinged snow 
queen that had let it all go and coated every inch and item of her 
room with her icy blasts, visible evidence of the swirling storm of 
emotions within her. What she saw was her vulnerable sister, a 


woman whom she had always seen as strong and unbreakable, 
curled up like a child on her bed, her shoulders shaking with 
emotion, quiet sobs escaping her and wetting the blankets beneath 
her. The room was a blizzard of white and snow was falling in small 
flurries all around her. 


"Oh Elsa." Anna quickly hurried to her sister's side and sat down on 
the bed beside her. She gently stroked her sister's blonde hair and 
rubbed the young woman's back, hoping to soothe the queen and 
calm the raging emotions she was obviously feeling. It wasn't long 
before Anna noticed the sobbing had ceased and the room grew 
warmer as the snow slowly disappeared. A few moments later, the 
bed shifted as Elsa turned over to face her sister, her eyes still 
glistening with unshed tears and her normally pale face was flushed. 
Her meticulously coiffed hair, which had been pulled back in a tight, 
elegant bun, had escaped its confines and locks hung loosely about 
her face. All in all, Arendelle's snow queen looked tired and defeated. 
Seeing her sister in such a state tugged at Anna's heart. Her sister 
was the epitome of strength. She had endured so much over the 
years as she hid herself away, silently bearing the burden of her 
secret. For years, she had suffered alone, never letting on about the 
pain and hurt she had been enduring. Through it all, she had kept 
her head up and her smile bright, neither wavering nor breaking 
under the tremendous weight her secret carried with it. 


But this, this was something different. Even the trials of the last year 
hadn't broken her as much as her startling revelation had. True, she 
hadn't seen the struggles her sister had faced during that wintery 
summer, but based on what Elsa had told her afterwards, it was 
nowhere near as bad as what she was going through now. 


Elsa sniffled as she looked up at her sister, seeing the love and 
concern in her eyes. She reached up and pulled the younger girl into 
a hug, one that was reminiscent of that fateful embrace from last 
year. She had been terrified when Anna had been turned to ice, 
fearing that she had failed her sister and knowing that that failure 
meant her sister was now lost to her forever. It had been the worst 


experience of her life, an experience she never hoped to repeat. 
Now, she was terrified all over again, frightened at what their sudden 
reappearance meant, scared that the past would repeat itself, fearful 
that she would lose her sister again. 


They held each other for a long time as Anna murmured words of 
comfort in her sister's ear, letting her know that she was here for her. 
Elsa's shaking, sniffling, and sobbing had subsided but she was 
reluctant to depart from her sister's arms. Anna, dear, sweet, 
wonderful Anna needed to know the truth, needed to know why she 
had broken down like this. She deserved that much, even if it would 
change her opinion of her. Even if it would be the last time her sister 
ever spoke to her. 


"Anna," she sniffed, "I'm sorry for running out of there like that. After 
seeing them, | just... couldn't..." 


"It's all right, Elsa," Anna consoled, "I'm here for you. But it would 
probably be a good idea if you filled me in on some things." Elsa 
nodded. "Is it true? Are they really..." She trailed off. 


Elsa nodded. "Yeah. It's really them. They are really here. It is 
momma and papa; | Know it." 


"| don't know why | didn't see it before. Why couldn't | recognize 
them?" 


"| did spend a lot of time with them over the years, in here," she 
gestured around her room. "For those ten years, they were really the 
only people | ever saw. | know you didn't get to spend a whole lot of 
time with them because of me..." 


"Elsa," Anna interrupted, "don't worry about that. | Know why they did 
that. | understand it. | really do. I'm not mad. You had more important 
things going on and | know that their presence had to have helped 
you with that. You were the one that needed them; not me." She 
gently squeezed Elsa's hands, hoping that would help convey her 
sincerity to her sister. She was deep in thought as something tickled 


her mind, a stray thought attempting to convey itself. Elsa noticed 
her sister's thoughtful look. 


"Anna? What is it?" 


"Well, | was just thinking. | didn't recognize them, but there was 
something familiar about them. And when | was talking to them, the 
way they looked at me... they seemed almost paternal. | should 
have figured it out then." Elsa cocked her head in curiosity. 


"What happened? What did they do?" 


"Well, after Kristoff went to meet you, | took them to the sitting 
room..." 


After leading the couple to the sitting room, Anna gestured for the 
couple to sit on the sofa as she took up residence on the chair 
nearby. Once the three of them were settled, they looked at her in 
anticipation. 


"Uh... heh, | guess | don't really know where | should begin." The 
woman called Greta smiled reassuringly. 


"We've been told everything started a year ago. Why don't you start 
with that dear?" 


A nod. "Okay. Well, last year Elsa finally came of age and we were 
going to have a coronation ball to celebrate her becoming queen. | 
was very excited, probably more so than anyone else in Arendelle. 
For years, the castle gates remained shut. Did you know that? What 
am | saying, of course you probably didn't know that. It was so quiet 
and lonely; no one to talk to. Anyway, | didn't know why they were 
ever closed in the first place but it was finally the day they were to be 
opened. | got to see people fill the halls and the ballroom. Visiting 
royalty and dignitaries from all over were just crowding through the 
gates. Finally, a chance to change my lonely world, a chance to find 
true love. It was what | had been dreaming of for so long. It was such 


a wonderful sight! | couldn't wait until the ball! | went outside to enjoy 
the sunshine and all the people and | must not have been paying 
attention because | was knocked over and nearly fell into the water 
before | was saved by him... Prince Hans." Here Anna grew quiet as 
she remembered his smiling face looking down at her. She 
shuddered noticeably before continuing. 


"Elsa was crowned queen and then we had the ball. Oh what a 
lovely ball it was! The people, the smells, the decorations; it was all 
so wonderful! | was so excited to be there with all of those people 
and with Elsa. | didn't think the night could get any better." She 
paused as if remembering something painful that she'd rather forget. 
"Hans found me and we shared a single dance before sneaking out. 
It was a beautiful evening and | had more fun than | could ever 
remember having before in my life. We laughed and we talked all 
evening; it was nothing like the life | had lived so far. | loved it and 
was so excited about everything that | just got caught up in the 
moment. So when Hans asked me to marry him, | thought that | had 
found the true love that | had been dreaming of and | didn't want to 
say anything but yes." The pair gasped loudly and she thought she 
saw Frederick's face harden slightly. This confused the young 
princess. She hadn't really told them anything about her or the prince 
to elicit such a response. If they had known the story and had known 
what Hans eventually did, she could understand. But, not knowing 
the story, and therefore not Knowing Hans's later actions and act of 
treason, their reactions were unwarranted. 


" He proposed to you! But you had just met him!" Erik practically 
shouted. He wanted to do more, oh how he wanted to do so much 
more, but he couldn't let her become suspicious now. Anya put a 
gentle hand on her husband's arm to calm him down. She too was 
shocked at what was revealed and she desperately wanted to take 
the young woman into her arms. She forced herself to remain where 
she was and smiled encouragingly at the princess. 


"| do apologize for my husband's outburst; he is just very into your 
story. Please continue." Anna looked at the couple inquisitively for a 


moment before continuing. 


"| was so excited to finally find my true love and | couldn't wait to 
share the news. Of course, the first person | had to tell was Elsa so 
we went back to the ball and made our way through the crowd to 
her. We were both so excited, we could hardly speak. | really wanted 
to get her blessing; | wanted her to be happy for me, for us. We both 
finally managed to blurt it out and | was expecting her to be happy 
for me. But," Anna sighed "she wasn't. She was shocked and 
surprised, as | expected, but she wasn't happy. In fact, she was kind 
of angry. She told me that | couldn't marry a man that | had just met 
and that she refused to give us her blessing. | couldn't understand 
why she would deny me my happiness. All | had wanted for years 
was to be happy, to find my true love, to experience life and all its 
wonders. | could finally have all | ever wanted and she was denying 
me. She even threatened to close the gates again! | couldn't take it; | 
had to do something. | couldn't live like that again! | tried to stop her 
from leaving, but | only managed to pull her glove off. We argued 
about her shutting me out, about her shutting everyone out. And |! 
guess that was the last straw... she lost control of her powers in front 
of anyone. She fled out the gates and through the town. | tried to 
stop her, but she froze the water of the fjord to create a path across 
and escaped to the mountains. | watched her flee; there was nothing 
| could do. | was still in shock over what | had witnessed and | knew 
that everyone else was too. 


" | stared after Elsa and watched her go further and further into the 
forest, her footsteps creating a frosty trail. | didn't even notice the 
fjord until Hans pointed it out. Her outburst had caused the entire 
fjord to freeze. The ships were stuck in the ice; no one would be able 
to leave and no ships would be able to come to our aid, if we needed 
it." 


She paused and looked up into the faces of her audience. The both 
wore looks of shock and awe. Greta's face looked pained, as if she 
felt for the young queen and the fear she must have been feeling. 
Frederick's look seemed guiltier, as if he could have prevented what 


happened if he had been there. Anna basked in the silence for a 
while, needing to compose herself. She had underestimated how 
hard it would be to relive those events. Even just the little bit she had 
revealed had tired her out emotionally. It would be difficult to 
continue, as much as she knew she needed to. Her guests, though 
quiet and looking just as emotionally drained as she, were leaning 
toward her expectantly. 


"Ummm... let's see. | knew someone had to go after Elsa and | 
didn't trust anyone but myself. | left Hans in charge while | took off on 
my horse. | didn't know where she would go; | only knew that | had to 
find her. The fjord was just the beginning: when she left, she set off 
an eternal winter everywhere. She would be the only one that could 
fix it, the only one to unfreeze it. | called for my horse and took off 
into the forest after her, hoping that | would be able to reach her. 


" | searched for hours, but it was slow going in the snow. It got later 
and later and | still had no luck. It got worse when my horse spooked 
and dumped me. | had to trudge through the snow alone and | 
happened to come across the trading post. Luckily, Oaken had the 
supplies | needed, and a change of clothes since | slipped and fell 
into the stream, and | was trying to figure out if Elsa had come that 
way when Kristoff walked in." She paused, a dreamy look on her 
face as she remembered her first sight of her mountain man. He was 
covered with snow and ice, his face tinged pink as he bartered with 
the trader. "He came in, all covered in ice and snow, wanting 
supplies for a trip up to the North Mountain. | knew Elsa had to be 
there and | convinced him to take me there. Reluctantly he agreed 
and we set off right away. In hind sight, that was probably not the 
best idea and | probably should have listened to him when he said 
we should wait until morning but | was just so anxious to find her that 
! didn't want to wait any longer than | had to. 


"We managed to escape the wolves and it wasn't long before we 
met up with Olaf, who led us right to Elsa and her ice palace. | 
thought it would be simple: talk to Elsa, let her know what was going 
on in Arendelle, let her know that | would be there for her, bring her 


back, and get everything back to the way it was. | tried. | tried so 
hard to get her to listen, but she wouldn't. She was too scared to 
come back, too afraid of what she did, of what she was capable of, 
to come back. | realize now that none of that was what she was 
really afraid of: she was really afraid of herself. She didn't know if 
she could control herself, especially with the look of fear on the faces 
of her people. | don't know where she got the idea that she was 
something to be feared, that she had to be scared of herself and 
what she could do." She missed the guilty looks that passed 
between the couple and Frederick's uncomfortable shuffling. 


" She panicked again and let another icy blast loose. | was standing 
in the way, still trying to convince her to come with me, and | got hit. 
Right here," she clutched her hand over her heart as she heard the 
couple gasp. "! know she didn't mean it; she would never hit me on 
purpose." Another look exchange that went unknown by Anna. 
"Kristoff showed up to pull me away, but | wouldn't leave her behind. 
She got scared and chased us away. We managed to get away from 
Marshmallow..." 


" Marshmallow?" This question came from Greta. Anna giggled at 
her wide eyes. 


" You didn't see him? He's a... snow man, | guess. Kind of like Olaf. 
He's actually Olaf's little brother. Except he's a lot bigger and he gets 
a lot angrier. | don't really know what happened to him after he 
chased us away that day, but Elsa told me that when he's not 
hanging out at her ice palace, he patrols the mountains for her. Not 
many people are ever up there so | know he gets lonely. She did 
invite him into town last winter for the holiday. He was a big hit with 
the kids, just like Olaf, though the adults were scared of him for a few 
days. It's too hard for him to come down often, especially when it's 
warm, but as soon as it gets cold, it's hard to get him to leave, not 
that anyone wants him to." The silence that followed told Anna that 
that was just another part of an already unbelievable story and if she 
was this far into it now, she might as well continue. 


" We ended up at the bottom of a cliff and | didn't know what to do 
next. | was all out of ideas but | didn't want to go back to Arendelle 
without Elsa. Then Kristoff noticed that my hair was turning white as 
a result of the ice that struck my heart. He knew where we had to go 
and soon, we ended up in a little valley where we met his friends, the 
so-called ‘love experts’. He told me that they would be able to help 
me. | was skeptical as all | saw were a bunch of rocks but after a few 
moments, the rocks came to life and | realized they were trolls!" 
Another gasp that Anna ignored. "After a misunderstanding where 
they tried to marry off Kristoff and me, Grand Pabbie came out and 
told us what we had to do: | needed an act of true love to save me or 
else | would become as frozen as my heart had become. We knew 
we had to get back to Arendelle and get me back to Arendelle as 
quickly as possible. | was already feeling the effects of the ice. | was 
cold, | could barely move, | was practically dead weight as Kristoff 
rushed Sven back to the palace. 


"| don't know how long it was until we got there, but Kristoff handed 
me off to some of the servants and told them to take me to Hans. 
They closed the gates and that was the last | saw of him." She 
struggled to end her sentence. It was getting harder as she 
remembered the more tense parts of the story. She was almost 
done, but the hard part was yet to come. "] was rushed to Hans and 
told him he would have to kiss me, that only an act of true love could 
save me after Elsa struck me. He seemed to understand and we 
leant in towards each other. Finally, everything | had ever imagined 
about true love were going to come true. But, before our lips could 
touch, Hans pulled away, a smirk on his face. He told me that he 
didn't love me, that he was only in it for the kingdom. If he wanted to 
rule, he would have to marry into some other kingdom and he 
thought Arendelle was ripe for the taking. And he wanted to kill Elsa! 
| couldn't let him do that, but | could barely move. It was too cold, my 
heart was too frozen. He locked me in the room and | tried to call for 
help. | don't know what happened next but Olaf found me and he 
tried to warm me up to buy me time. We started talking about Hans 
and true love and kristoff loving me. | realized that Kristoff was my 
true love all along and when Olaf looked out the window, he saw 


Kristoff dashing back towards the palace. | knew that | had to get to 
him. Olaf and | managed to find our way out, though we got 
separated as | made my across the fjord. It wasn't easy: there was a 
raging storm outside and it was practically a whiteout. It was hard to 
see, but | was determined to make it to him; | had to. Suddenly, the 
blizzard stopped and | saw him standing there, just across the fjord 
from me. He saw me and we made our way towards each other. And 
then, | heard it." She looked at her guests and saw that they were 
paying rapt attention. They were practically on the edge of their 
seats. Greta looked fearful, almost hurt and beneath Frederick's 
eyes, Anna could see a hint of anger, even fury at her words. Their 
concern was welcome, though confusing. 


" | looked and there, just off my left, was Elsa, collapsed on the ice in 
resignation and sorrow, her back turned to me. Hans was 
approaching her, sword drawn, and | knew immediately what he 
intended to do. | looked back towards Kristoff and made my choice. | 
rushed as fast as | could towards Elsa and stepped in between her 
and Hans, stopping his blade. Just as it hit me, | felt myself 
completely turn to ice. The next thing | know, Elsa was gripping me 
tightly and | was back, the ice in my heart completely thawed. My 
sacrifice, my love for my sister, and her love for me, was the true 
love that the trolls were talking about. Elsa realized that her love for 
me, for the people, for the kingdom, would be enough to end that 
unexpected winter. | don't know what she did exactly, but she 
managed to melt the snow and bring summer back. She had saved 
the kingdom, just like | knew she would." 


"They were really concerned about us. | didn't realize it then; | 
thought it was just a general concern for our well-being. But between 
the two of them, there was something there that hinted at something. 
I'm just sorry | wasn't able to figure it out before you did." Anna 
paused, something else beginning to bother her now. "Elsa?" The 
fair-haired snow queen looked at her sister. "Why did you react the 
way you did? | thought you would have been happy to see them." 


Elsa sighed. "Oh Anna. It really was more of a shock than anything 
to see them standing there. | know we still need to hear their story, 
about where they've been the last five years and | would like to 
forgive them for that. But... there's some things that | don't think I'll 
ever be able to forgive them for. At least, not yet." Elsa grew quiet 
and her sister looked at her sympathetically. 


"Elsa, please tell me. | want to Know. You promised that you wouldn't 
shut me out again." Elsa took a deep breath, needing all the strength 
she could muster for what she was about to say. 


"It all started when we were young. You were just five and | was 
eight..." 


"SO, let me get this straight: the two of you survived that shipwreck 
and were washed up on some deserted island somewhere until you 
were rescued and managed to make your way back here to 
Arendelle?" Both nodded and Kristoff sighed. "How long were you on 
that island?" 


"We didn't really know when we were there, but once we were 
rescued, we figured out it was about three-and-a-half years." 


"But you've been gone nearly five. Why didn't you return as soon as 
you were rescued?" 


"We couldn't, even though we would have wanted to. We didn't even 
really know who we were until some time later. After we washed 
ashore on that island, we realized that we didn't really remember 
much about who we were or where we came from. We knew our 
names, we knew each other, and we knew that we had been ina 
shipwreck. Aside from that, just three names stuck in our minds: 
Elsa, Anna, and Arendelle. But we didn't know what those three 
names had to do with us, only that they were important somehow." 
Kristoff was stunned. "It was a few months after we were rescued 
that everything fell into place." 


"How?" 


Anya spoke up this time. "We started hearing stories about what 
happened here and about the mysterious snow queen; something 
about all of that felt familiar and after months of hearing story after 
story, it all finally came back to us. We remembered who we were, 
where we were from, and, more importantly, we remembered Elsa 
and Anna. As soon as we had all of our memories back, we did what 
we could to make our way back here as quickly as possible. And 
that's when you found us in the North Mountain." 


"But why all the subterfuge? Why not just tell me who you were 
when | found you?" 


"We weren't sure how we would be received when we came back," 
Erik stated. "And while we knew better than to doubt the stories that 
we had heard, we were scared of what we would come back to. We 
know what Elsa's capable of; we've seen it firsthand. We just wanted 
to be cautious. We wanted to get a feel of things and regain our 
bearings before revealing ourselves." He looked towards the door. 
There was no sign of either the queen or the princess returning. 


Kristoff nodded. "I! understand, though | can't say that | entirely 
agree. I've seen what Elsa's capable of too and | was witness to the 
near destruction of her, Anna, and Arendelle as a result. But | have 
also seen the good that can come from that power, the happiness 
that it can bring to others, when she's not afraid, when she just lets it 
go. Yes, it's powerful and dangerous and cold, but it's also quite 
beautiful. And the people... they love her! Sure, the sudden 
revelation of her powers, and her subsequent disappearance 
frightened them, but they all soon realized that her powers were 
beautiful, not something to be feared. Now, no one thinks twice 
about it when she uses her powers in front of them and she does 
that, frequently. They love it when she does, especially when she 
can build us an ice skating rink in the middle of summer." He smiled 
fondly at the memory of that first summer rink and the pleasant time 
he had had. "I don't pretend to know what it was she went through 
for all those years; | don't think anyone could know that kind of 


loneliness. And | Know that she made mistakes in the past. But,” 
here, Kristoff paused, making sure his audience was attentive, " 
everyone makes mistakes. Some make bigger mistakes than others. 
The only difference is Elsa still feels like she has to atone for hers, 
especially where it concerns Anna. Everyone in Arendelle has 
accepted her, has accepted what she can do, has forgiven her, 
except for Elsa. She still struggles with being around so many people 
who love her and are not afraid of her. While your sudden return may 
have come as a shock to her, | think it will help her to be more 
accepting of herself. She needs more people around who love her, 
unconditionally. Anna is really her only source of that kind of love 
right now. | care for her. | would do anything for her, including laying 
down my own life, just as | would for Anna, but that's not the kind of 
love she needs now. | can't give her that kind of love, not yet anyway. 
But you can." He stared pointedly at the couple. "She needs the love 
and acceptance that only you can provide. She needs the comfort 
and reassurance that only you can give her. She needs you ." 


Anya and Erik stared at him, mouths agape. Did Elsa really need 
them? After all they had put her through, could she forgive them so 
easily? They didn't think so. But if what Kristoff said was true, 
perhaps, it would be worth the effort to try. They knew they had 
made mistakes, especially in regards to Elsa; they saw that now. 
Perhaps now they could find their way back from that, perhaps they 
could be a family again. 


"Thank you, Kristoff. We appreciate your words. But | don't know if 
it's possible. It's not that we don't want to, we do. It's just that we 
don't deserve to be that for her, not anymore, not after what we did." 
Their silence intrigued Kristoff and he was about to ask them for 
more when they were interrupted by a knock at the door. 


"Excuse me, Master Kristoff?" Kristoff turned towards the door. "| am 
meant to inform you that dinner will be served in an hour in the 
dining room and that your guests are welcome to attend. A room has 
been prepared for them upstairs if they wish to rest until then." 


Kristoff nodded towards the maid as she bowed before she turned 
and left. 


"| don't think you or Elsa or Anna would want anyone knowing who 
you are just yet, so I'll send in one of the newer palace workers to 
direct you to your room. I'll try to find Anna and Elsa when | leave; 
maybe | can get one or both of them to go talk to you before dinner." 
The couple nodded gently as Kristoff took his leave. They stared 
after him for until someone arrived to lead them to their room. As 
they walked, they both wondered whether or not coming back was a 
good idea. 


It had been a long time; would Elsa forgive them? 


Confessions 


a.n. | finally managed to finish this chapter and get it posted 
sort of on time (it's a little late, oh well). | don't know if I'm 
totally satisfied with this and there were a few comments from 
reviewers I was hoping to cover here that | didn't get a chance 
to. Don't forget to read, review, and enjoy! | look forward to 
reading your opinions/reviews on this chapter! 


Chapter 7: Confessions 


After leaving the sitting room, Kristoff called for one of the servants 
to take their "guests" to their room. With that done, he let out a huge 
sigh of relief. AS much as he wanted to doubt their story, and Elsa's 
words, he knew he couldn't. He believed them, he believed their 
words. They really were back: the king and queen had returned. He 
didn't know how to process this information. The beloved monarchs, 
who had been loved and adored by all of Arendelle, could resume 
their place, could rule once again. But what would that mean for 
Anna and Elsa now? Arendelle had a new queen, one who was just 
as loved and revered as the previous one. The nasty business of last 
year, and her perseverance through all of it, made her even more 
beloved in the eyes of her people. Together, the queen and the 
townspeople made Arendelle stronger and more prosperous than 
ever before. This new upheaval could prove detrimental to all of the 
progress that had been made. He didn't know what he would do, but 
he trusted that Elsa would. He had learned long ago that the queen, 
while slightly misguided in her actions of a year ago, had proven 
quite adept at making wise decisions, not only for Arendelle but for 
herself as well. He could only hope that that would hold true now. 


He debated his next action: if Anna and Elsa were still hidden away, 
it would be unlikely either of them would reappear before dinner, and 
even then it wasn't guaranteed either of them would show up. He 
really wanted to know the story behind Elsa's unexpected reaction, 


but, Knowing the sisters as well as he did, it was unlikely he would 
hear the story right away. Anna would come to him after she spent 
some time with her sister processing what all of this meant, whatever 
that was. He wouldn't force the issue. 


Deciding what to do next, he made his way through the castle to the 
stables. If anything, he could at least see that Sven had been taken 
care of. Besides, despite being a reindeer, he often had wise words 
he could possibly lend to situations like this. 


"We always had so much fun at our late night snow parties. You 
never could get enough of my 'magic', as you called it and | love 
obliging you. | never saw any harm in doing so; you're my little sister 
and | would do anything to make you happy." Elsa paused, her voice 
taking on a more somber tone as she reminisced with her sister. 
Though she knew Anna didn't remember the events of that fateful 
night that changed everything, she could see the sympathetic look in 
the younger girl's eyes. A gentle hand placed on her arm was all she 
needed to continue. "It was a night just like all the others we had 
spent together. You pestered me until | had no chance but to give in 
to those big blue eyes." Anna smiled guiltily at her sister's smirk. "We 
went down to the ballroom, like always, and everything started out 
just fine. We played in the snow, built a snowman named Olaf, and 
even ice skated. It was just as much fun as it always was, like every 
other night we snuck out to have fun. Then you decided to start 
playing in snow drifts. You were enjoying it so much, jumping from 
one to another, just laughing. | tried to keep up with you; | really did. 
But you got faster and faster and the drifts just Kept getting higher 
and higher and then... | slipped. You didn't notice, of course; you 
were having too much fun. | Saw you jump and | panicked. | reached 
out to you and you got struck by one of my icy blasts, right here." 
Elsa tapped her right temple. "The snow broke your fall and there 
you were, lying motionless on the ground. | didn't Know what to do 
and rushed over to you. Your hair turned white and | called out to 
momma and papa. | was so scared, Anna. | thought | killed you." 


Anna's grip on her sister's arm lessened as she gasped. Did that 
really happen? Why didn't she remember it? She opened her mouth 
to ask but was cut off by Elsa. 


"You're probably wondering why you don't remember any of this." A 
nod. "Well, | don't really know how he did it, but your memories of 
that night and everything that happened were altered somehow. You 
remembered the feelings and the enjoyment, but the actual 
circumstances were changed in your mind. Your knowledge of my 
powers was removed from your mind too. They felt that you would 
be safer if you never even knew what | could do." 


"You're telling me that | knew about your powers years ago, when we 
were little and that | just don't remember anything?" Elsa nodded this 
time as Anna looked at her wide-eyed. "How could | just forget 
something like that?" 


"After it happened, papa said that he knew where we had to go to 
get you better. We took off from the palace into the woods and found 
the trolls." Elsa missed the shock in her sister's eyes as she spoke. 
"One of them, he was the one that altered your memories and made 
you forget about my powers. He told me that my powers would 
continue to get stronger and more dangerous and that | had to learn 
to control them. After that... well, | thought it would be safer if | 
stayed away from you..." 


"Wait... trolls? The trolls altered my memories?" The snow queen 
looked at her sister, a questioning look on her face. 


"Yes. Why?" In the last year, though they had grown significantly 
closer, there were certain things that neither girl shared with the 
other about what had happened to them during Elsa's exile. Elsa had 
refused to go into great detail or reveal everything, especially the 
parts she knew would scare her sister, about what had occurred 
during the conflict at her ice palace (although, what she had revealed 
was still shocking to both Anna and Kristoff) while Anna had glossed 
over her and Kristoff's visit to the trolls, though with the wedding 


being planned, she knew that Elsa would have to know sooner or 
later. 


"Well, | met them last year. Remember when | told you about 
Kristoff's family and how they were the ones that told us what would 
thaw my frozen heart?" Elsa nodded guiltily, the tears threatening to 
fall again as she remembered the pain she had accidentally inflicted 
on her sister. Anna reached up to brush the tears away and smiled 
gently to show her sister that she had forgiven her long ago. The 
blonde returned her smile as Anna continued. "I kind of left 
something out of the story. You see, Kristoff's family... they're not 
what you might call, typical. They're... trolls." 


"Trolls?" 


"Yeah. From the time he was around eight, Kristoff was raised by 
them. They took him and Sven in and raised him as one of their own. 
They're his family." 


"And these are the same trolls as the ones that momma and papa 
took you to?" 


"They have to be, I'm sure of it. | just can't believe that Grand Pabbie 
wouldn't even tell me about altering my memories." The redhead's 
voice got more emotional and this time is was Elsa's turn to comfort 
her sister. 


"You had other things going on, more important things. He probably 
didn't want to overwhelm you too much." 


"You're probably right. Kristoff and | need to go visit them sometime 
soon anyway to tell them about our engagement. Maybe I'll ask 
Grand Pabbie for some answers." 


"If you do go, do you think | can go with you? | would like some 
answers too." Anna looked at her sister, the happy grin once again 
on her face. 


"That would be great! It's about time we get you out of the castle! 
Besides, they are family or soon will be." The two girls smiled at 
each other before Anna remembered something. "Elsa, why did you 
tell me this story? What does this have to do with momma and 
papa?" 


"Not long after you were hurt, papa though that it would be best if my 
social interactions were limited, if | was able to interact at all. Being 
so young and scared, | agreed. After all, | had nearly killed you. Who 
knew what else | was capable of? As you know, | preferred to remain 
locked in my room, not knowing when my next outburst could 
accidentally hurt someone. Momma and papa visited often and | 
came out for my lessons and meals, but that was about it. | didn't 
trust myself outside of my room; | could barely trust myself inside . 
And when my powers grew stronger, papa tried to help me. He's the 
one that gave me the gloves and told me they would help. He taught 
me to conceal it, not feel it. He tried to help me, | know he did, but, 
after seeing him again..." She trailed off, emotion once again 
overcoming her. "All of those emotions that | felt back then 
resurfaced: how scared | was of hurting someone, how fearful | was 
of myself, how alone | felt; it all came rushing back and | just couldn't 
be there anymore." Anna patted her sister's back. 


"| understand. You were just overwhelmed with all of that emotion 
and those memories of the past. It's understandable you would be so 
upset..." 


"But that's not it." Elsa interrupted, a bit forcefully. She sighed. "For 
the past year, I've worked on coming to terms with who | am and 
what | can do. Yes, | do need to control my emotions so | can control 
powers. | have learned that they will always be a part of me and that 
| should embrace them. | can be a part of the world; | shouldn't have 
to shut myself out. As long as | have love, as long as | show love, | 
have nothing to fear. Fear is my enemy; love is the true power. 


"When momma and papa died, | was scared that | would fail. It was 
now up to me to be queen, to lead the people. How could | do that 
when | was hiding such a terrible secret? How could | be the ruler 


that Arendelle deserved when | couldn't even come out of my room? 
| got mad. | was mad at them for dying, for leaving me alone like this. 
| had you, sure, but how could | tell you about me when | nearly 
killed you? | wanted so much to scream at momma and papa, to yell 
at them for leaving me when | needed them here. There was so 
much more | knew | had to learn, so much that | was scared of. And 
they just left me, left us! How could they do that?" Snow started to 
fall at the snow queen's outburst. A calming breath and a quick flick 
of her wrist dissipated the little that had accumulated. 


"After | finally got over what happened after my coronation, | had 
time to think and | started thinking about everything. | was shut away, 
with practically no contact with any one, taught to control my powers 
and my emotions. Then | started to blame them, especially papa. He 
always told me that | had to conceal, not feel. | couldn't let it show, 
couldn't let anyone know. At the time, | thought everything he did 
was to keep me safe, to help me. But | started to realize that while | 
know he loved me, he was the one that was scared. He was the one 
that wanted to keep me away from everyone. He feared me and 
what | could do and he thought that the people would fear me too if 
they knew. While he tried to help me learn to control my powers, he 
was trying to get me to ignore them, to ignore that part of me. 
Conceal that part and hoped that it would never show. | realized that 
he couldn't accept that part of me, that he would always be scared of 
me and that he taught me to be afraid of myself. 


“These last few months, | worked hard to show the people that | am 
nothing to be feared, that | only have their best interests at heart. 
They have accepted me, all of me, and | couldn't be more grateful for 
that. They trust me and | can finally trust myself. Now that momma 
and papa are back, | don't know if | can trust myself anymore. | am 
afraid of what will happen. | Know that they were only concerned 
about me but they also taught me to fear myself. | don't want that to 
happen; | can't let that happen again. | can't be around them... at 
least not right now. | just need some time." 


Anna stifled her own tears as she patted her sister's arm. She had 
never known that her sister felt that way. She had never known 
everything her sister had gone through all those years. She had 
imagined so many things that had gone on behind the closed doors, 
but nothing her imagination conjured up had ever come close to 
what her sister was confessing to her now. She couldn't even fathom 
the feelings Elsa had felt as she came to this realization. She didn't 
want to believe it herself, but she couldn't doubt her sister's words. 
She scooted closer to Elsa and pulled her into a tight hug, hoping to 
convey all of the love and support she could through that embrace. 


They held each other like that and only broke apart when a servant 
knocked on the door to inform them that dinner would be served 
soon. The two royals thanked them and Anna disentangled herself 
from her sister to give the older girl some time alone. As she walked 
out the door she turned for one last look at the queen and her heart 
broke for the sadness she saw. It took everything in her power to 
walk out that door and not go rushing back to comfort her. She 
closed the door quietly behind her and strutted determinedly down 
the hall to her room. She wasn't sure what to make of the situation 
now. She had desperately missed her parents and she had been 
excited that they had returned. But now, after what she had learned 
from Elsa, she didn't know if she could face them. She plopped down 
on her bed as conflicting thoughts and emotions waged war within 
her. 


What was she going to do? 


Conversations 
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Chapter 8: Conversations 


Kristoff made his way towards Sven's stall located at the far end of 
the royal stables. One of the perks of being Arendelle's Royal Ice 
Master and Deliverer meant the royal reindeer, as Sven had taken to 
calling himself quite proudly, was given an extra large stall that had 
free access to a private paddock. The reindeer himself enjoyed this 
particular perk quite often; he could usually be found prancing 
around in the snow drifts of winter or lazily napping in the sun ona 
spring afternoon. Kristoff often had trouble pulling him away from the 
succulent grass when they actually had to work, and the reindeer 
always made his displeasure known every time. 


As it was nearing dinner and the night was approaching, the 
mountain man figured his best friend would be hunkered in his 
private stall, likely napping. Or eating. The munching he heard as he 
rounded the corner confirmed that it was the latter. His footsteps 
were drowned out by the reindeer's noisy lips and he was able to 


see the contented look on his buddy's face as he approached the 
door. Sven opened one eye as he sensed Kristoff's presence and the 
ice harvester entered the stall, settling himself on the large pile of 
high in the back corner. Sometimes, he would seek refuge out here 
when the stresses of castle life got to him, hoping to find a quiet 
corner where he could just relax and avoid whatever responsibility 
had caused him to leave in the first place. As much as he liked 
having a roof over his head, a warm place to sleep, and food on his 
plate, and as much as he was looking forward to spending his life 
with Anna, he was still getting used to it all and he needed to escape 
every now and then. He knew Anna understood: the first time he did 
it, he had been worried that she would feel as if he was avoiding her 
and it had stressed him out even more. But Anna had only smiled 
that warm smile of hers and had kissed him on the cheek before 
sending him on his way. She knew that he could be overwhelmed 
with all of the new responsibilities being thrust on him and that he 
was new to this way of life. If a little escape now and then would help 
him retain his sanity, she couldn't deny him that. 


Kristoff smiled as he thought of his fiancée. It was becoming less 
and less common for him to escape as he got more used to what 
would be expected of him as the husband of the princess. It was rare 
nowadays that he would even feel the need to hide out, something 
that delighted Anna to no end. But, as he relaxed next to Sven, he 
felt like it was one of those times where he had to stay as far from 
the castle for as long as he could. The stress and surprises of the 
day had really worn him down and he was perfectly content to 
remain where he was until he was sought out. He closed his eyes 
and it wasn't long before he heard the hay shift and a hairy head 
press itself against his shoulder. Opening his eyes, he saw Sven's 
brown orbs staring back at him. Knowing the reindeer as well as he 
did, he Knew what he wanted. 


"Hey bud. | just need some time to myself for a little bit. Do you 
mind?" Anyone else would not have noticed the reindeer's nod or the 
questioning look on the creature's face. 


[What's wrong, Kristoff?] 


The mountain man sighed. "Where do | start? Anna greeted us after 
we entered the castle and she talked to our guests while | went to go 
talk to Elsa. That was the easy part." The reindeer cocked his head. 
"After we met up with Anna again, she was making the introductions 
to Elsa when she blurted it out." He paused. "You see buddy, those 
travelers that we picked up are really Elsa and Anna's parents, the 
former king and queen of Arendelle." If a reindeer could express 
shock, Kristoff was sure this one would show it. "I know. | felt the 
exact same way. Elsa ran out and Anna ran after her; | think they're 
still talking. | stayed and got their story from them. | believe them and 
| Know that they want to make amends, but | haven't gotten the rest 
of the story from Elsa so | don't know if | can fully trust them yet. | 
just don't know what to do now." He dropped his head into his hands 
with a heavy sigh. A gentle bellow let him know that Sven was trying 
to get his attention. Raising his head, he saw the reindeer had 
retreated a few steps away and had taken a seat nearby. 


[What's really wrong?] It was uncanny; that reindeer seemed to read 
his mind. 


"| guess it's just that... now that | know who they are, I'm afraid of 
what that means for everyone. For Elsa. For Anna. For me. | mean, 
these are Anna's parents . They're gonna be my in-laws ! When | first 
started courting her, | only had to deal with Elsa and she was scary, 
but | Knew she liked me. When | asked for Anna's hand, while | was 
nervous, | didn't think Elsa would say no. She's the only family Anna 
had and after she gave me permission and | proposed, everything 
else was supposed to be easy. But now, with her parents back... | 
never thought | would ever have to be in this situation. What if they 
don't want me, a commoner, marrying Anna? They just got back. 
Maybe they want to spend time with her before they let me into their 
lives. Could they forbid me to marry her? What about Anna? Will she 
listen to them if they tell her no? They are her parents after all. | don't 
think she would; | know she loves me. And she's very strong-willed. 
She would never let someone pressure her into..." 


[You're rambling again.] 
"Sorry bud. | guess Anna's rubbing off on me." The reindeer snorted. 


[I'd say so.] He grinned as much of a grin as a reindeer could before 
getting serious again. [Do you really think they'd forbid Anna from 
marrying you? I'm sure they saw how much she loves you and | 
know you love her. Did you give them any reason to think 
otherwise ?] 


Kristoff shook his head, his shaggy blonde hair falling into his eyes. 
"| don't think so. Once | found out, | really tried to impress them so 
they wouldn't have any reason to say no, though | suppose | could 
have overdone it a bit." Sven gave him his What did you do now? 
look and Kristoff smiled sheepishly. "Well, after Anna ran off, | gota 
bit protective of her and Elsa. | told Fred... errr, Erik, that | would not 
let anyone hurt either of them and that | didn't care about who they 
were; | only cared about their safety and that they better not hurt 
either of them." 


[Don't you think that was a little much?] The mountain man 
shrugged. 


"Probably. But | was still in too much of a shock over everything that 
happened to really think it through; | just went with the first thing that 
| thought of. | know that | was a bit harsh and overbearing, but, if 
Elsa's words turned out to be true, | think | just wanted them to like 
me and | wanted to show them that | would be there to protect Anna 
with all that | am and with all that | have." His words sounded a little 
sappy to the reindeer's ears, but Sven smiled nonetheless. The red 
headed princess really was good for his human and while the man 
was still working on becoming accustomed to life in the castle, he 
was adapting quite nicely, though he still struggled with some of the 
more formal customs. The two of them had overcome many 
obstacles in their long years together; this would just be another 
challenge he would help the ice harvester face. 


[So what are you doing out here? Shouldn't you be in there, letting 
them get to know you?] He tilted his head towards the castle, his 
antlers clinking lightly. [Show them your true self, the person you 
really are. They don't need to see the stuffy, stuck-up prince that you 
think they want you to be. That's not the person Anna knows and 
loves and they need to see that. Anna loves you for you and if all 
they really want is Anna's happiness, they will accept that and you. 
You don't need to be anyone but yourself; that's all that Anna wants 
and that's all that matters.] Sven let out one last grunt before laying 
himself down on the soft hay and closing his eyes. 


Kristoff stared at the reindeer in open-mouthed shock. "Wha...? 
When did you get so wise, bud?" His only response was another 
grunt. He waited until he saw the even breathing that indicated Sven 
was asleep before allowing himself to make a decision. He got up 
and brushed the hay off of his slacks. He pulled a few pieces out of 
his hair and made his way out of the stall and back to the castle. He 
should have enough time to wash up and change before heading to 
dinner; he certainly wanted to make a good impression this time 
around on his soon-to-be in-laws. Sparing one last glance at the 
snoozing reindeer, he smiled. 


He would make sure to bring an extra bunch of carrots with him 
tomorrow when he came. 


The hour passed by quickly for the older couple. They were too 
nervous to rest and they knew that neither of the girls would want to 
see them just yet. There wasn't much they could do but talk about 
what had happened in that sitting room and hope that their 
daughters, especially Elsa, would find it in their hearts to forgive 
them. It seemed only moments later before Anya and Erik were 
fetched from their room and led to the dining room. They were quiet 
as they followed the servant down familiar hallways and passed by 
rooms that sent a wave of nostalgia through them. It had only beena 
few years since they had last set foot anywhere in that place, but a 
lot certainly seemed to have changed. The silence gave them some 


time to reflect on all that they had seen and experienced in just the 
short time they had been back. 


The room they were staying in was located in a wing that was 
reserved for guests and visiting dignitaries, a wing that was located 
on the other end of the palace, away from the royal suites. While 
they longed to be closer to their daughters, closer to the family that 
they had missed, they knew that it was probably best for them to 
keep some distance from the two girls. Elsa's outburst had certainly 
surprised them, though it was warranted; the guilt they felt even now 
about their past actions weighed heavily on them. She would need a 
lot of time to come to terms with their unexpected return. They could 
only hope that when she did manage to reappear, she would be able 
to forgive them for all that they had done and they could all be a 
happy family once more. 


Anna, although she had been open and welcoming when they had 
first arrived, had likely heard the whole story from her sister by now 
and they feared that her initial impression of them had changed, and 
probably not for the better. Though she was the younger sibling, she 
seemed to have grown to be quite protective of her older sister. They 
could only assume that it had to have been a result of the events that 
had transpired the previous year. Just as Kristoff had warned them 
not to hurt either of the girls, they knew that Anna would similarly do 
her best to make sure that Elsa was not hurt again by their actions. 
They couldn't blame her either. 


That brought them to Kristoff. The mountain man. The ice harvester. 
They had grown to like him in the few short hours they had known 
him. He had been kind enough to bring them back home without truly 
knowing who they were and he was obviously much more connected 
to the royal siblings than they could ever have imagined. He seemed 
to care deeply about both sisters, though his affection towards Anna 
hinted at much more than that. As Anna's beau, which all of the 
evidence they had seen so far seemed to hint at, he was rightfully 
justified in his statements, and they were glad that there was 
someone around who cared that much about either one of their girls, 


much less both of them. Now that the truth about them was fully 
revealed, they could only hope that whatever tension there may be 
between the five of them was resolved soon. They wanted their 
family back together and they vowed that they would do what they 
had to in order to see that happen. 


The doors to the dining room opened before them and they tried to 
quash the memories and feelings that assaulted them as they 
walked through the doors. It all looked the same. It all felt the same. 
Even the smells they noticed coming from the kitchen were the 
same. It was if they were sent back through time, as if they hadn't 
been away at all the last few years. Looking around, they realized 
that not one of the servants attending them they recognized. It 
seems that Elsa, or maybe even Anna or Kristoff, had certainly taken 
great pains to keep their presence a secret. They were actually glad 
that they would able to keep hiding a little longer; they didn't want to 
upset the peaceful balance that Elsa had attained. They knew that 
by being here they could damage things unwittingly and they wanted 
nothing to do with that. If they wanted to gain Elsa's trust back, they 
had to make things easy for her, not harder, and they would do what 
they could to ease the young queen's troubled heart and mind. 


Stepping further into the room, they could see that while most of the 
room had remained untouched from their days as monarchs of 
Arendelle, there were certainly some very noticeable changes that 
had taken place with the décor, more than likely brought about by the 
young royals. The banners and drapes that hung in the room had 
been refurbished and where they had once been proudly displayed 
in the green and purple colors of Arendelle, a bit more blue and white 
had been added. They even detected a snowflake or two mixed in 
with the crocus crests that were prominently displayed in various 
corners of the room. As they looked around, they realized how much 
more apropos it was now. The room seemed to have lost its stiff, 
regal atmosphere and had been transformed into a beautifully warm 
reflection of the current monarchy. They felt more welcome here, 
more a part of a family than they had since they first stepped into the 
palace. 


They took their places at the table and were concerned when no one 
else entered for several minutes. They had at least hoped that one of 
the girls, or even the mountain man, would appear. Had their return 
upset everyone and everything that much that everyone felt it would 
be best if they were left alone? As much as it pained them to think 
that, it made sense and they resigned themselves to a lonely dinner. 


Nearly ten minutes had passed before the doors opened once again 
and they looked eagerly towards the sound and were almost 
disappointed when they realized it was Kristoff. It wasn't the same as 
having either of the girls here, but at least he was making an effort to 
be there with them. They watched as the mountain man stood near 
the door awkwardly and look towards them. They could tell that he 
didn't really want to be left alone with them any more than he had to, 
but he was certainly doing his best to hide that from them. And was 
that... anxiety they sensed from him? 


Kristoff made his way to the table and sat down across from Erik, 
who had seated himself next to his wife. The trio sat in silence as 
they all waited for someone to say something. It was Anya who 
spoke up first. 


"SO, Master Kristoff, will you be the only one joining us this 
evening?" Kristoff gulped visibly, which confused the couple. 


"Honestly, | don't know. | don't think Elsa will join us and Anna's hard 
to figure out. It could go either way with her." More silence, though 
this time it was cut short by the arrival of the first course. All three 
began eating as the tension had returned. Swallowing a bite, Erik 
took his turn to talk. 


"| Know Elsa and Anna are both probably upset with us, showing up 
so unexpectedly. How long do you think it will be before they want to 
see us again?" 


Kristoff shrugged. "It will probably be a while with Elsa. | don't know 
what scared her away, but when she's scared, it takes her some time 
before she opens up again. But Anna... well, her curiosity gets the 


best of her sometimes so | don't think it will be all that long before 
she comes to you. Trust me, when she wants something, she'll get it 
as soon as he can. And she always gets her way." Despite the 
tension in the room, Kristoff's lips curled up in a slight smile. "She's 
feisty like that." Anya smiled back. 


"| can see that you care for her a great deal, young man. She told us 
how you met and how you came back to save her, but she failed to 
mention the nature of your relationship now, though we can certainly 
see that there is clearly more than just mere affection between you 
two." The nervous shuffle of the ice harvester told the couple all they 
really needed to know but Kristoff wouldn't let a case of nerves get 
the best of him. 


"| really care about her; | really do. After Hans, | know she was afraid 
to open up and love someone again. She thought she had found true 
love and when he broke her heart, she was devastated." Kristoff 
practically seethed as he relayed the statement to the couple. "I 
didn't want to hurt her, | still don't, but | knew that if she let me love 
her, it would be a long process. | was willing to wait for her. She had 
to get over her own insecurities about love and she slowly let me in. 
Once she did, | never let her go. It wasn't long before | realized | 
wanted to spend my life with her," Kristoff paused for a moment 
before continuing, "| proposed a few weeks ago and she said yes." 
Kristoff's smile was brighter now and though the couple was 
shocked, it wasn't entirely surprising. 


"Then | guess congratulations are in order," Anya spoke up, 
genuinely happy for the turn of events in her daughter's life. "When is 
the wedding?" 


"It's still a few months away. Anna wanted plenty of time to plan 
everything down to the last detail. She wants it to be perfect. | would 
be happy eloping as soon as possible, but Anna just laughs at me 
whenever | bring that up." He caught the hard glare of Erik, the 
former king and his fiancée's father. "That wouldn't look good for a 
princess's reputation, and Elsa has certainly had more than a few 
words to say on the matter, but | love her and would do anything that 


makes her happy." The smile never left his face and he noticed that 
Anna's mother sported a familiarly bright smile as well. Erik's hard 
glare had softened a little, though it never completely disappeared. 
The tension that had been palpable when he had stepped into the 
room had diminished slightly and they resumed eating in a more 
comfortable atmosphere. Midway through the second course, the 
doors burst open and the room's occupants turned startled looks to 
the youngest princess as she rushed across the floor. Kristoff 
jumped out of his seat at the sight of his bride-to-be and made his 
way towards her. 


"Anna, what's wrong?" She grabbed onto her mountain man as the 
other two occupants of the room, her parents, joined them. Looking 
at Kristoff, she held up a piece of paper in the hand that wasn't 
currently grasping Kristoff. 


"Elsa... she's gone!" 


The Flight of the Queen 
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Chapter 9: The Flight of the Queen 
She couldn't believe this was happening. 
Again. 


She was running away from her problems instead of trying to face 
them. She wanted to get out, get away from it all instead of being 
with her family who loved and supported her and who would do 
anything to help her. She fled from her loved ones, her home, and 
her kingdom. Such actions were unbecoming of a queen. But she 
couldn't be there anymore, not with them there, not until she was 
able to safely sort through her emotions. At least this time she had 
the presence of mind to not cause an unexpected winter in her wake. 


Elsa's thoughts were jumbled as she ran through the woods, her 
heels creating an icy path just long enough for her to run across 
before dissipating, leaving no outward sign that she had even 
passed this was. But she knew that wouldn't fool her family for long. 
They were smart and once they discovered she was gone, it would 
only be a matter of time before they would try to follow her. 
Especially Anna. She could only hope that Kristoff would have 
enough sense to convince her sister to not follow her until she'd had 
enough time to herself. That's all she really wanted anyway. She 
needed some space to herself to just let it all go. She could feel the 
torrent of emotions threatening to burst forth, but she managed to 
keep them at bay. She had to get somewhere safe first, somewhere 


where she had no fear of doing any lasting damage. In spite of the 
control she had managed to gain over her powers in the last year, 
she knew the swirling storm inside would test the limits of that control 
and she didn't want to be anywhere near Arendelle when that 
happened. She couldn't do that to her people again. They had 
suffered enough from her last outburst. She could protect them this 
time and she would. No one would be hurt by her ever again. 


"| can't believe she left again! How could she do this?" Anna's cry, a 
mix between bewilderment and anger, was echoed silently by the 
other three, though they were more shocked than anything. "| mean, 
| thought she knew better! | thought she learned from last year! Why 
would she do this again? What was she thinking?" Kristoff's firm 
grasp on her upper arms stopped her ranting and she turned her 
watery eyes towards him. The mountain man smiled. She was 
beautiful when she was feisty. 


"Anna, you know better than | do that Elsa has a hard time with 
letting her emotions out. She always keeps them bottled up because 
she's afraid of what might happen if she lets them out. All of this has 
to be hard on her. She probably just wanted some time away to 
think, to feel. Let me see that letter." Anna's tight grip on the 
otherwise innocuous piece of paper loosened as Kristoff took it and 
began to read it. After a few moments, he looked up and looked 
seriously at Anna. "See, she says right here she just wants some 
time alone to think." 


“But she can do that here ! Why run away? We're her family . We 
can help her." Kristoff rubbed her arms soothingly. 


"| know we could, sweetheart, and she knows it too, but | think she 
wants to get out of Arendelle in case she loses control. She doesn't 
want anything to happen. The last time she tried keeping her feelings 
to herself, we had an eternal winter. I'm sure she's just thinking of the 
kingdom and the people now; she doesn't want to put anyone 
through that again. You know your sister is in much better control 
now than she was last year, but with everything that has happened 


today, with everything she has been faced with, it's probably too 
much. She knows that running away won't solve her problems and | 
know she will come back this time when she's ready. She's not 
abandoning us; she just wants to be somewhere safe to sort through 
things. She'll be back. She promised you and you know she hates 
breaking promises, especially to you." The tension in Anna's carriage 
had disappeared somewhat as she leaned into her fiancée, though 
the tears hadn't. 


"You think so?" She sniffed and Kristoff leaned down to kiss her 
forehead. 


"Of course. She would never run off like this and leave you behind; 
she knows better than to try that. That's why she left you this note; 
she didn't want to worry you unnecessarily. Elsa knows what she's 
doing. All we need to do is give her some time." 


"But I'm still worried about her out there all alone." 


"She'll be fine Anna; you know she can handle herself. But if you're 
really that worried about her, | can go after her in the morning." He 
felt Anna nod in his chest before she pushed herself away to look up 
at him. 


"You're right. She needs some time to process her emotions 
properly, on her own. | guess tomorrow, we'll go after her." 


"No Anna, /'// go after her. You will stay here." He could just feel the 
indignation rise up within the redhead. 


"What? No! If you're going to go after her, I'm going too." Her eyes 
blazed with fury and the scowl on her face would have made him 
smile if the situation wasn't so serious. 


"Anna, you need to stay here. The last time your sister ran off and 
you went after her, look what happened. You can't do that to the 
people again; with Elsa gone, they are going to need someone in 
charge around here. Chances are they won't even know she's gone 


and she'll probably be back before anyone even knows she left. But 
you have to be here, be the one they look to for leadership, until she 
decides to come back, if she won't come back with me. She even 
told you as much in here." He waved the letter in his hand for 
emphasis. "You trust her don't you?" A slight nod. "Then trust her on 
this." He could see the fear she was trying to hide and smiled 
tenderly. "| Know you're scared, but you can do it. | believe in you 
and | know Elsa trusts you to take over until she returns. You do your 
thing and I'll do mine and everything will be fine." Anna smiled at his 
corny line before leaning up to kiss him. He obliged her and their lips 
met in a tender kiss. 


Erik and Anya watched the entire exchange silently, both of them still 
surprised at the sudden turn of events. They both knew that it would 
be hard coming back here, especially for their girls, but they had 
never imagined that Elsa would run away as a result. They hadn't 
meant to disrupt things so much. It was their fault she had fled; they 
knew their return had caused so many bad memories to resurface, 
memories that she had either buried or forgotten. She was scared 
and in pain and her response was to run, to hide away from 
everything and everyone that had hurt her, or that she was afraid of 
hurting, just like she had when she was younger. In hindsight, they 
should have blamed themselves then as they blamed themselves 
now. If they had, perhaps she would have been here, happily 
rejoicing at their return instead of hiding away with the pains of her 
past assaulting her, scaring her into running. They had to fix this, 
make things right. 


"I'll go with you tomorrow." The younger couple, who had been 
temporarily oblivious to the older pair in the room, pulled away from 
each other and turned sheepish glances towards Erik. "It's our fault 
that Elsa left. Our presence here brought up so many buried 
emotions that she couldn't deal with them all and she fell back into 
her old habits. You've heard the adage fight or flight. Elsa, because 
she's afraid of herself of what she can do with her powers, has 
always been afraid of confrontation. She's always been so afraid of 
hurting anyone that she ends up running away from her problems. 


From what you told me, the last time she left, it helped free her; she 
was able to be let it all go and be herself for the first time in a long 
time. | think she's relying on that now; she's trying to achieve the 
same thing. You're right: Elsa does need some space to think things 
through, to sort through her emotions. | also believe that it would be 
best if one of us should come along. She ran because of us. We 
caused her to leave so we have to fix it. We're long overdue for a 
talk; | think it's about time we do what should have been done long 
ago." 


"He's right; Elsa is scared about seeing us again and if we want her 
to come back, he needs to go talk to her. There are things that have 
to be said." Anya defended her husband as Kristoff and Anna 
remained quiet, contemplative looks on their faces. "Erik will go 
along with you, Kristoff, and I'll stay here with Anna and help her look 
after things." Kristoff nodded. 


"All right. | guess dinner's a bust," he looked around at the now cold 
and forgotten food before locking eyes with the other three people in 
the room. "We should all get to bed if we want to get an early start 
tomorrow." The others tilted their heads in assent and after leaving 
the dining room, they parted ways, with Erik and Anya heading back 
to their room and Kristoff walking Anna back to hers in the opposite 
direction. The morning would come soon enough, though 
forgiveness for some might still be a long ways off. 


Her destination reached, the Snow Queen climbed the stairs swiftly, 
her anxiety at a high. She'd really had no intention of coming back 
here, even though it was the one place in all of Arendelle where she 
truly felt like herself, where she could really let herself be free. The 
last time she had been here, over a year ago, it had been freeing. 
For the first time in her life, she could be who she wanted to be, she 
could let out all of the pent-up emotions and frustrations and be 
herself. It was wonderful! It was wonderful to not care about 
concealing her powers, to not be afraid of anyone finding out the 
truth about her. 


Well, it had been wonderful, until Anna had come barging back into 
her life. She had missed her sister, how could she not, but it wasn't 
good that the young girl had found her. She had already almost killed 
her once and now that the truth about her was finally revealed, she 
didn't want the same thing to happen again. But Anna was persistent 
and had almost worn her down. She had desperately wanted to 
return home with her sister, to be a family again. Thirteen years of 
loneliness taught her that she could be fine on her own if she wanted 
to be. Yet, she never had really wanted to be alone; she always 
yearned for the easy camaraderie that had once defined their 
relationship. She had nearly accepted her sister's hand and it was 
only the assault of the memories of their last play date together that 
had stilled her. It couldn't happen, it never would. So she ran. Again. 
And Anna had followed and had gotten hurt. Again. And then Hans 
and the henchmen had come and things had only gotten worse... 


Elsa shivered at the memories and entered her ice palace, though 
she did let out a quick blast of ice behind her back that restored the 
railing to its former glory before shutting the doors behind her. 


She really hadn't expected to find herself back here so soon. She 
knew she'd have to come at some point in the next few months if 
Kristoff's surprise was going to work. But then it would have been 
under better, happier circumstances. Coming back now, she was 
swirling with emotions just as she had been the first time she had 
come here. She was feeling much the same too, except she didn't 
have the sense of freedom she had then; she just felt trapped now. 
She hadn't wanted to run. Not really. She'd endured a lot this last 
year and she thought she could handle anything. Including this. She 
just hadn't expected such chaotic feelings to emerge. She was 
happy that her parents were back. She truly was. She had missed 
them and their support and guidance, both of which she could really 
use now as Arendelle's queen. But she was afraid of what they 
would do now that they were back. It had taken her a long time to 
come to terms with who she was and what she could do and they 
were a large part of the reason why it took so long. She knew they 
loved her; they had always tried to show her that. Yet their misguided 


attempts to protect her, and everyone else, had only succeeded in 
making her question her own abilities. Their return had caused all of 
her old doubts to resurface and if she doubted herself now, she 
didn't think she could be trusted to be around anyone, at least not 
until she was sure she was still in control of her emotions and her 
powers. 


Elsa made her way up the stairs as more memories battered her. 
She did her best to ignore them and continued climbing until she 
reached her destination. She stood just outside the doors, hesitant 
about opening them. She would have to face this part of her past 
soon enough, just not now. Sighing, she turned around and headed 
down an icy hallway, shooting blasts of ice and snow all around her, 
her inner turmoil reflected in the newest icy designs. 


If she was going to spend her first night in her ice palace, she might 
as well be comfortable. 


Anna couldn't do much except sit on her bed that night, reading and 
rereading Elsa's letter. Kristoff had left soon after they had reached 
her room. She had brushed him off when he offered to stay with her 
for a little while and with only a quick kiss, her mountain man had 
given her back the note and walked away towards his own room, 
leaving her all alone with just her thoughts and her sister's letter. 
Several times she had wanted to run after him, wanting the comfort 
that only his arms could provide. But she hadn't. She was too 
distraught over Elsa's sudden departure to want to be around 
anyone much and all she could think about was why her sister had 
decided to leave again. They had made so much progress the last 
few months and she had thought that they had finally found a good 
place. She wouldn't have imagined her sister ever leaving her again, 
not after what they had been through. 


She stared at the letter in her hands, the tears in her eyes blurring 
the words on the page. Every time she looked at that scrap of paper, 
she was reminded of her earlier conversation with Elsa and every 
time she thought hard, hoping that she would find something new, 


some new clue or confession that she may have missed in their 
previous discussion that could have hinted at this drastic action. And 
every time she was frustrated at her inability to do so, so she read 
the letter again, her sister's elegant script filling her with emotion as 
the printed words struck her heart over and over again: 


My dearest Anna, 


!am so sorry to leave you again. | know | promised you that | would 
never leave you again, that | would never shut you again, and that | 
would always be there for you. It breaks my heart that | have to go; ! 
have never ever wanted to hurt you, but it always seems to. Even 
now, it's the last thing | could ever want, especially after everything 
we struggled with this last year. We were finally at a place where we 
could be with one another again and more than anything | else, | 
cherish that. You don't know what it means to me to see that happy 
smile on your face, to hear your beautiful voice, to listen to your 
Joyous laughter. | never knew how much | missed it, how much | 
needed it, until it was gone. 


| had to leave, just for a little while. |! need some time to think, to 
figure things out. | know you'd want to help me through this and you 
have, even if you don't feel like you have. | am grateful for you just 
being there for me tonight when | needed someone to talk to, 
someone to confide it. But | need this time for myself; there are some 
things that you just will not be able to help me with, no matter how 
much you may want to. | have to come to terms with everything that 
has happened and | have to do it at my own pace. | need some 
breathing space, some room, some place where | can be... free. 


| would ask you to not follow me, but I know that is futile. You are too 
insistent and caring a person to let me be for long. So !| only ask that 
you give me this time to myself; | will come back when I'm ready. | 
promise. | will never leave you, or Arendelle, again. Just trust me on 
this. 


In the meantime, | need you to be strong, not only for me, but for 
yourself and for Arendelle. Our people need to know that even if! am 


indisposed at the moment, there is someone there who can lead 
them, who can be there for them even when | can't. 


Please. Do this for me Anna. We'll talk when I get back. 
Love always, 
Your dear sister Elsa 


She had memorized the words long ago but that didn't make her feel 
any better. Her sister was still gone and while she had agreed with 
Kristoff about giving Elsa the space she needed, she wished she had 
stayed so they could at least try to talk it out together. That had 
worked before. 


She sighed sadly. Just because she agreed with her fiancée didn't 
mean that it was any less hard to let her sister be. At least Kristoff 
had been willing to go after her to try to bring her back. She found 
some solace that he had been willing, for her sake, to even attempt 
that. And she loved him even more for that. 


She turned fitfully on her side and attempted to fall asleep. It would 
be morning soon and while she knew Kristoff would be willing to 
convince Elsa to return, she couldn't be sure that she would want to 
return now. If Kristoff wasn't successful, she could only hope that 
whatever it was that Elsa had to sort through would be taken care of 
soon and she would return. Arendelle needed her. The people 
needed her. 


She needed her. 

Just a few short hours ago, she was sitting in Elsa's room, helping 
her dry her tears. Now, as she closed her eyes and drifted off into a 
sleepless slumber, quiet tears started falling from her tired eyes. 


No one was here to help her dry her own. 


4 Hearts, 2 Loves, 1 Family 


a.n.... Okay, so this is a completely random chapter that came 
out of nowhere. I was having problems figuring out what | 
wanted to write but | wanted to post something this week and 
somehow came up with this. It works though, so I'm sticking 
with it. | hope you like it. The next chapter should be more on 
track to what | was originally thinking for this one. As always, 
please read, review, and enjoy! 


Oh, | changed the rating of the story for one itsy, bitsy, teensy 
little word later on in this chapter. It's really not that bad ofa 
word and | didn't really want to put it in (I don't like using 
language like that), but it really was the best word | could think 
of to use, so | did. 


Chapter 10: Four Hearts, Two Loves, One Family 


Like his beloved just down the hall, Kristoff had a hard time falling 
asleep that night. His brain was just too active with too many 
thoughts running around for him to get a restful sleep. Unlike Anna 
however, it wasn't Elsa who plagued his mind. He wasn't just trying 
to comfort Anna when he told his fiancée that her sister could take of 
herself; based on his experiences this last year, the queen was more 
than capable of taking care of herself and he was confident that 
should would return of her own accord when she was ready. He had 
no concerns there. 


What did concern him was Anna and how this latest development 
was affecting their lives. Though he had tried not to show it around 
Anna and Elsa, he was worried about what was happening. His talk 
with his own personal therapist-slash-reindeer had eased his worries 
somewhat, but, since dinner, the insecurities and inadequacies he 
had as the future husband of Arendelle's beloved princess had 
continued to increase. Dinner was supposed to have put him ina 


more relaxed mood as he got to know Erik and Anya, his future in- 
laws, better. Never in his life had he ever thought he would ever 
have to think about anything like that. He had never imagined 
himself as one to have a wife, a family, a future. Ever since he was 
orphaned at a young age, he had been alone. Sure, he had Sven, 
and later the trolls, but that wasn't really the same. Their presence 
could never replace the part of him that unknowingly craved human 
love and companionship. He feared, and accepted, that he would 
always be alone. 


Anna's unexpected intrusion on his quiet, mundane life had certainly 
put those fears to rest. Ever since meeting the spunky redhead, he 
had discovered that that unconscious yearning had manifested itself 
into a need to be by her side whenever possible. He found himself 
wanting to be with her, wanting to be in her presence. Even his ice 
excursions, trips where he had always enjoyed the quiet and the 
solitude, now seemed to be just a little bit lonelier without her warmth 
beside him. He had realized early on in their courtship that he 
wouldn't be able to live without her in his life and while he had 
wanted to propose to her just a few weeks into their knowing each 
other, he knew that giving her more time to get to Know him, to get to 
know what true love really was like, was a must given her past 
experiences. It was hard, nearly torturous, for him to have to wait 
that long, but he would wait as long as he needed to for her. She 
was worth it. And he would never be alone again. 


Now, he wasn't so sure. 


Like all of Arendelle, he was aware of what had happened to cause 
Elsa's ascension to the throne. Like all of Arendelle, he mourned 
when their disappearance was announced. Like of all of Arendelle, 
he had grieved at the loss of the beloved monarchs. Like all of 
Arendelle, he had wondered, albeit briefly, of what was to happen to 
the kingdom at their unexpected deaths. Recently, like all of 
Arendelle, he had marveled at how well Elsa had taken to the role of 
queen and how prosperous Arendelle had grown under her rule. His 
closeness with the two royals gave him a unique perspective on 


everything now and he was always aware of how close the two 
sisters were to each other, how much they relied on one another. 
They had managed to find their way back to one another and their 
little, broken family was whole once more. Though not officially part 
of the family yet (that part would come once he and Anna were wed), 
for the first time in forever, he felt as if he truly had a place to belong. 


A sister he could deal with. He had and he was doing extremely well 
on that front. 


But her mother and father? That was something completely 
unexpected. He still feared that they wouldn't accept him as Anna's 
soon-to-be-husband, that they felt she deserved so much better than 
him. He was concerned because he knew that she did deserve 
someone so much better. He worried that she would one day realize 
it herself and while he wouldn't fault her for leaving him, he would be 
devastated. He would do his best to move on because at least then 
she would be happy. If her parents felt that way now and somehow 
convinced her of that, he knew it would hurt so much worse than 
anything he could possibly imagine. He never felt the need win 
anyone's approval before. His actions last summer won over the 
people of Arendelle, royalty included, and he was only doing what he 
had to do. He didn't even have to think about it. Now he was afraid 
that one wrong move, one misstep, and his future, a future that he 
had only recently come to realize he wanted, would disappear before 
he ever had a chance to live it. 


He sighed and did his best to relax. Tomorrow he would spend the 
day with his future father-in-law and he didn't want to screw anything 
up. Anna was important to him and he would do whatever he had to 
to make her father see that. 


He closed his eyes for a fitful, restless sleep. 
The sun had barely risen when Kristoff found himself waiting outside 


the castle gates, a harnessed Sven at his side. It was only moments 
later when he noticed the doors open and a pair of figures walked 


out. They made their way to him and he stiffened at their approach. It 
would be a long day with only Sven and Erik for company. He could 
only hope that their time together would prove to be worthwhile. He 
put on his most sincere smile as they stopped near him, nodding 
their heads at him. 


"Good morning. | hope you slept well, Kristoff." Anya's voice was 
genuinely concerned and he couldn't help but feel a bit of hope stir 
within him that perhaps he was over thinking things after all. 


"Good morning... Anya. I... slept as well as | could, given the 
circumstances.” He didn't really want to tell them about his fears and 
feelings of insecurities. It could only make the situation worse. Erik 
gave him a curious look as his wife nodded. 


"I'm glad to hear it. | Know the events of last night were certainly 
unexpected. |, for one, tossed and turned all night." Kristoff could 
hear the slight hitch in her voice. Erik placed a reassuring hand on 
his wife's shoulder to comfort her. 


"| know Elsa's all right; she's strong and more than capable of 
dealing with this herself. We're just going to go up there to let her 
know that she's not alone and | want to let her Know how sorry we 
are... for everything." Erik's words seemed to soothe Anya and she 
gave her husband a grateful smile. The sound of quiet footsteps 
caused everyone to look towards the castle's front door and they 
were all slightly surprised to see Anna approaching. Kristoff, noticing 
the solemn way she was walking, headed quickly towards his 
fiancée to gather her up in his arms. She didn't protest and he pulled 
her tightly to his chest, kissing the top of her head and murmuring 
loving words in her ear. 


"Anna? | didn't think you'd be up to see us off. | Know you cried 
yourself to sleep last night. | heard you." Her silent sniffs confirmed 
his words. "You know you don't have to be here. Everything will be 
all right." 


"| know, Kristoff. | just... had to be here. You know how nervous | get 
whenever you leave." She tried to give him her most convincing 
smile but the mountain man wasn't having any of it. 


"Anna, sweetheart, | know you better than that, you know that." She 
turned away sheepishly. Kristoff cupped her chin gently in his large 
hands to turn her head back towards him. Looking into her blue 
eyes, he could see the moisture gathering there. He used his thumbs 
to wipe away her tears and gave her a loving smile. "Everything will 
be all right. We'll find Elsa and bring her back so you can yell and 
scream and curse at her all you want." He was pleased to see her 
eyes twinkle in amusement. "We've dealt with worse. This will just be 
another day in Arendelle for us, right?" She nodded and he was 
happy to see that she was finally beginning to smile again. Bending 
down, he captured her lips with his own. He could feel all of her pent- 
up emotions, her anger and sadness, her worry and her fear, in that 
kiss as she kissed him back, hard. Before he had started courting 
her, he had made a vow to himself that he would always make sure 
she was happy, that no one would hurt her ever again, not if he could 
help it. This was his chance to prove to himself that he could protect 
her, even from those that loved her, as he knew Elsa did. 


It was moments before the couple pulled apart, though Anna 
remained in Kristoff's arms that had somehow made their way back 
to her waist, encircling her tightly. She rested her head on Kristoff's 
chest and he brought his down to rest on hers, neither one wanting 
the moment to end. Finally, the redhead stirred and looked up into 
the brown eyes of her beloved and she smiled as she saw all of the 
love and devotion he had for her reflected in those beautiful 
chocolate orbs. 


"Please, bring her back Kristoff. You know | can't lose her again." He 
nodded solemnly at her pleading voice. "I just want her back so we 
can be a family again. | can't lose anyone else again. Please." 
Kristoff's heart was breaking at the pain he knew she was feeling 
and he looked resolutely at her. 


"| will, sweetheart. | will. | will do whatever it takes to bring her back, 
to show her that we love her, all of us, for her and for who she is." 
Anna snuggled into him one last time before reaching up to place a 
loving peck on his check. When they broke away this time, Kristoff 
grabbed her hand and led her back to the sled where her parents 
awaited. 


As much as they wanted to comfort her, both Erik and Anya knew 
that they couldn't this time. Their little girl had a new shoulder to cry 
on, something that both of them were still trying to get used to. Anya 
had taken to Kristoff almost immediately and when his relationship 
with Anna was revealed, she couldn't have been more overjoyed to 
welcome him into the family, though she politely contained her 
excitement for a more appropriate time. Erik, on the other hand, had 
a harder time accepting that their baby girl, their little Anna, was all 
grown up. He knew he really had no right to feel that way; after all, 
they had been gone for a long time and even before that he knew 
that they had never really given Anna a lot of attention as their focus 
had been on Elsa. He was genuinely happy that she had managed 
to find someone who seemed to love her, quirks on all, especially 
after hearing the story of Hans and what he had done to Anna and 
what he had tried to do to Elsa. He had wanted to go out and murder 
that smug bastard for what he had put his little girls through and he 
was delighted when he had found out what had become of the 
Southern Isles prince. Still, he was a little put off by how much she 
relied on her mountain man and how he always seemed to know 
what to do or say to cheer her up. Perhaps his wife was right when 
she gave him that knowing smirk last night and told him he was just 
jealous that there was another man in his daughter's life that would 
love her, comfort her, take care of her, and provide for her (not that 
she needed that much providing for anyway) just as he had always 
done. He would try to follow his wife's advice and give the boy a 
chance. He seemed to be good for Anna, at any rate, as was 
evidenced by the intimate embrace and conversation they were 
witnessing. 


"Erik darling," Anya's voice broke him out of his musings and he 
turned away from the scene before him to look at her beautiful face. 
"Give him a chance dear. It's obvious that he loves her and she him. 
| Know you don't want to believe that you have been replaced in her 
eyes. No father does. But be glad that she found someone as good 
for her as Kristoff. And don't scare him away. | don't think she would 
ever forgive us if that happened. She doesn't really know it, but | 
know she wants us to approve of him. | don't think she would leave 
him if we didn't give them our blessing, but we can't do that to her. 
They were happy, all of them, and we just walked back into their 
lives, upsetting everything they had worked so hard to achieve. We 
already had one daughter leave; we can't lose another one. We need 
to make this work. | don't think | could survive leaving them again." 
Though he didn't know it, his wife's pleading voice and look matched 
the ones his daughter was currently giving to her own beau, and like 
the ice harvester, Erik could deny his love nothing. 


"Of course, dear. | understand. And you are right, you know. | am just 
a little bit jealous that she won't come running to us any more with 
her problems now that she has him." Erik gestured towards the 
couple who had finished speaking and were making their way back 
towards them. "She's my baby girl; | just can't help it." 


"She hasn't been our baby girl in a long time, Erik. And | will always 
hate myself for not being here when she really needed us. But we 
can be here for her now . She has grown up a lot since we last saw 
her, but she still needs us, just in a different capacity. We can help 
guide her and encourage her. | Know she'll come to us for advice, 
especially after she gets married. Goodness knows how many times 
| wish | had my mother to talk to in the early days of our marriage." 
She giggled at his wide eyes. "You know you were impossible to live 
with those first few months dear. Anyway," she continued before he 
could defend himself, "she has made the best of the situation she 
has found herself in. She and Elsa both. They both have good heads 
on their shoulders and they don't need us hovering nearby to 
question their every decision. They'll figure things out on their own; 
they always have. We'll just wait nearby to offer our support and 


advice should they need it." Erik nodded at her wise words, struck 
speechless yet again at the wisdom his wife never failed to display. 
"Now," Anya's voice was more serious this time, "please bring Elsa 
back. Let her know how sorry we are and how much we love her and 
how much we've missed her. | want both my daughters back under 
one roof. We need our family back, Erik. You've always been the 
best with Elsa and | know she'll listen to you, no matter how afraid of 
us she is right now. Let her know that we know we made mistakes in 
the past and that we promise to never ever let those mistakes repeat 
themselves. Please?" She grabbed the sides of her husband's long 
jacket as she stared pleadingly into his eyes. Erik couldn't say no 
even if he had wanted to. 


"| will darling. We made mistakes and it's long past time that we lived 
up to them." Anya nodded and gave him a squeeze as he bent down 
to give her a kiss good-bye. Once the younger couple reached them, 
Kristoff and Erik bid their better halves good-bye as they climbed into 
the sleigh. With one flick of the reins, Sven took off and soon the 
sleigh was out of sight of the two women. Anya tentatively reached 
out to wrap an arm around her daughter's shoulders and was 
pleased when the younger woman didn't shake it off and she pulled 
the girl close to her side as they continued to look off into the 
distance. Eventually, they turned around and together, mother and 
daughter headed back into the castle, their hearts and footsteps 
lighter than they had been in a while. 


Bonds 


a.n. So this is not quite what I had promised you all, but there's 
a reason for it: | had hoped to have this finished and posted 
before | left on vacation this morning, but | was way too busy 
getting ready for that to finish writing it up. Since | didn't, | 
brought what | did finish on a flash drive (and wrote up most of 
the rest of it on the plane rides here) and finished it on my 
grandparents’ computer. And since they are 3 hours ahead of 
my usual time zone, | am still posting this on time. | will work on 
the rest of it during whatever downtime | have in the next week 
(and probably on the plane rides back) and it should be what | 
have already promised you guys. 


Anyway, | hope you read, review, and enjoy! 


Chapter 11: Bonds 


There was a sense of déja vu as Kristoff and Erik traveled up to the 
North Mountain in silence. It had barely been a day since they last 
sat like this, but the revelations of last night made that trip seem so 
long ago. Yesterday, the silence had been comforting, if only a bit 
awkward, but they had accepted it. Today, that silence was tense 
and it was hard for the two of them to sit together after everything 
that had been said and revealed. Both of them wanted to say 
something, anything, to break the tension between them but neither 
knew where to start. What do you say to the only other man who had 
ever loved someone you do? 


Unable to stand the silence any longer, Erik spoke first. "| presume 
we're headed up to Elsa's ice palace, correct?" The sudden voice 
startled Kristoff slightly but he was able to recover quickly enough to 
respond. 


"Yeah. There aren't too many places where she'll run to to hide. Her 
palace is the only place not in town where she feels safe, and since 
she feels like she needs to be as far away from other people as she 
can, she will definitely be there." 


"You seem to know her quite well." Kristoff could tell that Erik was 
fishing for some more information and he would do his best to oblige 
him. 


"Not really," he shrugged. "But | do know Anna that well and she is 
very in tune with her sister. At least now, anyways. With all of the 
time I've spent with Anna and gotten to know her, I've also gotten to 
know Elsa pretty well. As much as | love Anna, and | do with all of my 
heart, Elsa and | are a bit more alike." He could see Erik looking at 
him questioningly and decided to elaborate. "Anna is vivacious, 
lively, fun-loving, spunky and | love that about her. Before | found 
her, | didn't know that | really needed someone like that in my life. 
Since | found her, my life has become a little bit brighter and | am so 
much happier than | ever thought | could be." He knew that he 
probably had a lovesick expression on his face but he really couldn't 
help it. Talking, or even thinking, about his fiancée always brought a 
smile to his face. "Before her, | always felt like the loner life was for 
me. | had my sleigh and | had Sven and that was all | needed. | liked 
being alone; | didn't need anyone else in my life. In fact, | would go 
out of my way to avoid associating with others. | led the life | wanted 
and | was content." He sighed. "Then Anna came barging into my life 
and it has never been the same since." 


"And Elsa?" 


"Elsa is a lot like that. She feels better being alone. She doesn't 
necessarily like it like | used to, but she feels it's a necessary part of 
her life with her powers. She feels stressed and unsure when she's 
around a lot of people. She loves her sister, she's the one thing that 
never fails to bring a smile to Elsa's face, but Anna's boundless 
energy is sometimes too much for her to handle. She spent all of 
those years alone with only herself as company and she is still 
getting used to being out amongst people again, being able to be 


herself and not hide her powers away. As much as she loves her 
sister, she does need that solitude every once in a while. Anna has 
never really liked being alone and has a hard time understanding 
that as much as Elsa loves her and needs her in her life, sometimes 
a little alone time is what she really needs." 


Erik nodded. "Well Kristoff, you certainly do understand my 
daughters more deeply than | ever thought you did." Kristoff glanced 
to him, surprised at the understanding he heard in Erik's voice. "And 
I'm glad that they have had someone in their life who does. I've 
made my mistakes, with both of them, and as much as | may wish | 
could take them back, | can't. Knowing that you've been there for 
them, no matter how briefly, makes me happy. | know there was a 
little tension between us last night at dinner," Erik watched as Kristoff 
stiffened slightly, “but you have nothing to fear from me. It was just 
my protective father instincts kicking in. You are a great match for 
Anna, so much more than either her mother or | could hope for. It 
may not seem like it, after all she is my little girl and | don't want to 
let her go, but you have my blessing. Not that you really need it at 
this point." He smirked slightly as he watched the tension leave the 
mountain man. Peace had been made and neither one had anything 
to worry about from the other. They both loved Anna and both 
wanted what was best for her; that was more important than 
anything. With a new understanding reached between them, they 
could finally be a family. 


His heart and soul lighter than it had been a few hours ago, Kristoff 

Slapped the reins gently. The sudden burst of soeed caused a laugh 
to escape from him and, much to his surprise, his companion. They 
grinned at each other and sat back to relax and enjoy the suddenly 

much cheerier journey. 


Unlike their counterparts, Anna and Anya quickly got past that 
awkward stage. It didn't take long after the sleigh had departed for 
the two women to find comfort and solace in one another. They 
walked with each other to the dining hall after neither had the 


inclination to return to their respective rooms. Breakfast was 
prepared for the two of them and as they sat down to eat, both of 
them had the same sense of wonderment that this was the first time 
they had sat together like this in many years. Though their family 
was split apart at the moment, it was a welcome feeling. Soon they 
found themselves in friendly conversation. 


"... and Kai's face when Sven ran through the ballroom with Kristoff 
chasing after him, both of them tracking mud and branches? | have 
never seen it so red!" Anna laughed as demurely as she could, being 
a princess and all, and Anya managed to let a small giggle pass 
through her lips. Anna had been quite animated as she told her story, 
nearly knocking dishes and food off of the table several times. Anya 
found it charming, seeing her daughter so vibrant and full of life. it 
made her happy to know that she had managed to keep that 
spunkiness and zest for life she had had as a child. Judging by the 
anxious looks on the faces of several of the attendants as they 
passed in and out, this seemed to be a common occurrance that 
likely had more disastrous results. 


"| assure you, you have." Anya could just see the young girl's face 
perk up when she told her that little tidbit. "The things you and Elsa 
used to get involved in when you were small... I'm actually surprised 
it never stayed that color." She giggled quietly but stopped when she 
noticed the lost look on her daughter's face. Momentarily confused, 
she reached out a hand to reassure her daughter when Anna spoke. 


"| don't really remember anything about when | was younger. Elsa 
said that after the accident, you asked the trolls to help and Grand 
Pabbie took all of my memories of Elsa's powers away. She said that 
you all thought it would be better that way." 


"Oh Anna." Anya placed a hand on her daughter's cheek. The 
redhead leaned into it, taking comfort from the simple gesture. "We 
didn't think we had any other choice. We thought that if you knew the 
truth about what happened, it would hurt you all over again. Knowing 
that your sister, the one person whom you always loved, idolized, 
and adored, had, however unintentionally, harmed you in any way, 


would have devastated you and we didn't want to damage the 
relationship you girls had with one another. You were so close and 
we didn't want to interfere with that; we wanted everything to be the 
same as it had always been. We had hoped that once Elsa was able 
to control her powers without fear, we could reveal the truth to you. 
We didn't know that by doing what we did to you girls, especially 
Elsa, it would only do more harm than good. And we're both very 
sorry about that. We had not intended to do anything that would 
have hurt you girls; we never would. | Know Elsa told you what she 
knows of what happened and | know that you know how she feels 
about it, about what we did, why she was so isolated from everyone 
else for all of those years. We didn't know how that quick decision 
we made all of those years ago would drastically alter your lives 
today. | would like to apologize to you now for that and | know your 
father is going to do the same with Elsa, if she'll let him." It was quiet 
for a moment as Anna absorbed her mother's words. She could tell 
that she was sincere, that she truly wanted forgiveness and that she 
did regret the actions of the past. Seeing her like that, Anna couldn't 
help but be reminded of last year's events and her own journey to 
seek Elsa's forgiveness. She had mad mistakes and her sister had 
forgiven her for them. How could she deny the same thing to 
someone else? 


Her mind made up, Anna pulled her mother into a hug, which the 
older woman accepted wholeheartedly. They statyed within each 
other's embrace for a moment before releasing each other. 


"Thank you, sweeheart, for you forgiveness." Tears started to 
coalesce in her eyes. "| know | don't deserve it..." 


"What? Of course you do! | know you really are truly sorry for what 
happened, but the past is in the past. You did what you thought you 
had to do and you've been living with all of this guilt for too many 
years. You shouldn't have to do that any more. | forgive you and | 
forgive Papa and | know Elsa will to." 


"You think so?" 


"Of course. | mean maybe not right away but she will come around... 
eventually." 


"| hope you're right, dear. We just want to put all of this behind us so 
we can just enjoy being a family again. As you said, 'the past is in 
the past’ and it's time we start focusing on the future. Like your 
wedding." Anya's face broke out into a wide smile and Anna sported 
a giddy one of her own. "As the mother of the bride, | insist on 
helping you with the planning and all of the boring, mundane details." 


"You really don't have..." Anna was silenced by Anya's upraised 
hand and the former queen smiled resolutely at her daughter. 


"Nonsense! Of course | do! After the shipwreck, | never thought | 
would ever live to see the day either of my daughters got married. 
Now that we're back, | am going to help you plan the most beautiful, 
most wonderful wedding that Arendelle has seen since... well, since 
mine." She grinned cheekily at her youngest daughter and was 
rewarded with a hearty laugh. It didn't take more than a few 
moments before they began talking and planning, plotting and 
scheming until they were summarily dismissed by the dining staff 
and Anna was called to Elsa's office to discuss peace treaties and 
trade negotiations. Like the smile on her face, Anya never left Anna's 
side all day, truly happy and ecstatic about the new future she was 
planning and dreaming of for her new family. 


The Calm Before the Storm 


a.n. Chapter 12 is here! Sorry for the slight delay; though I'm 
back, I'm still in vacation mode and | have plans for a 
completely different story that | want to start work on so I'm 
distracted by that. | hope you enjoy this chapter and don't 
forget to review! 


Chapter 12: The Calm Before the Storm 


The morning sun roused her and the unfamiliar hardness beneath 
her startled her for a moment before she realized where she was 
and why. Her tumultuous emotions and frantic thoughts had kept her 
awake for many hours, long into the night, and she had only 
managed to fall asleep mere hours before the sun rose. 


As much as she tried, she couldn't stop thinking about everything. 
She knew what she did had perhaps been a bit childish, but as much 
as she realized that now in hindsight, the time away had already 
done some good. 


She'd known ever since she was small that her powers were tied to 
her emotions. The stronger her emotions, the more powerful she felt. 
The ice flowed as effortlessly from her fingertips when she was 
laughing alongside Anna as it did when she was scared or 
frightened. The more she tried to control the power inside her, the 
more she began to fear what would happen if she lost that control, 
which inevitably led to her powers getting stronger. It had always 
been a vicious cycle, but it was one she had feared she'd never be 
able to escape from... until she found the key to her control: love. 
Once she realized that love could thaw even the iciest heart, she 
welcomed the strength within her as the missing piece that finally 
made her whole. Being here, now, made her feel more at peace and 
more in control. 


Last night, however, had been a different story. Her arrival had 
calmed the raging storm somewhat, though not completely, and she 
had managed to use the powerful emotions still within her to create 
wondrous things that she never knew she was capable of. Her 
palace grew with a dozen more rooms here, a couple more there, 
each and every one as unique as the snowflakes that created them. 
She shaped each room, every nook and cranny, for a specific 
purpose. This room could be used as a bedroom and so could this 
one, thought its design was more suited for use by smaller, more 
infantile, people. There was a large room she created that looked 
remarkably similar to the infamous balcony room, though it had 
enough subtle variations that kept her from thinking too much about 
the original. She kept herself busy as she moved gracefully from 
room to room, mostly out of necessity. Staying in one place too long 
only caused her idle mind to swirl with thoughts that she'd rather not 
worry about now. Her active mind was too busy creating, exploring, 
designing to worry. It was only when the sky grew dark and her body 
was wearied that she dared to let herself succumb to her thoughts. 
Exhausted, she collapsed on an ice bed in her newly-created 
bedroom, burrowed herself beneath many snowy sheets, and closed 
her eyes, though sleep was still a long time coming. 


Now, as she greeted the new day, her mind was clearer and her 

eyes were bright and cheerful. Breathing in the cool mountain air 
(made colder by her own chilly aura), she climbed out of bed and 
looked to the morning sun, the promise of a better day. 


Anna was finding it quite entertaining having her mother by her side 
all day, though probably not as much as the woman herself was 
finding her day. Anya had followed her daughter faithfully as she 
flitted from one room to another, never tiring of the exasperated 
looks on everyone's faces as their princess did one thing or another 
that made them sigh in defeat. 


After their first meeting of the day, word seemed to have gotten 
around that Anna and her special advisor would be handling all of 


Elsa's responsibilities that day as the queen was feeling a bit under 
the weather and was not to be disturbed under any circumstances. 
The former queen was quite a bit surprised at how adept and 
convincing Anna was at fudging the truth. Perhaps her naivete of last 
year had forced the younger woman to develop her own deceptive 
skills as some sort of defensive response to make herself less 
susceptible to the deceit of others so she would never get hurt or be 
taken advantage of again. Or maybe she was just learning some 
essential diplomatic skills. Either way, her words almost had Anya 
herself convinced that what she was saying was true. Nobody 
questioned her and took the princess at her word. Pretty soon, they 
were just receiving well wishes from anyone who wanted her to pass 
it along to her sister. Anna always promised that she would and 
business would resume. 


The young princess's strategically brilliant mind when discussing 
negotiations or trade agreements surprised Anya. She didn't know 
that her daughter had had such acumen for the family business. 
She'd always had a devious, analytical mind as a child as she 
thought up her next crazy activity or scheme to get her sister out of 
her room. Perhaps that was just her own special brand of political 
training. It also seemed to Anya that the young woman was very 
well-versed in everything that was being said and discussed in every 
meeting. When one group would talk about upcoming trading 
opportunities, Anna knew to what they were referring. During a 
peace negotiation between two warring parties (thankfully neither 
one was Arendelle), she knew how to appease each side without 
creating more conflict with the other one. It astounded her and she 
took the opportunity to ask her daughter about it all during their lunch 
break. 


"Anna?" She noticed that the redhead looked her way after having 
first taken a big bite of her sandwich, as evidenced by her chipmunk- 
like cheeks. Anya smiled amusedly at her and continued speaking 
before Anna could, as she knew she would. "I've been very 
impressed with everything I've seen from you so far. You are quite 
attuned to what is going on in each individual discussion, you know 


the histories and backgrounds of all parties involved, and you know 
how to keep the peace. | never would have taken you for a 
diplomat." 


The redhead took the time to swallow her food before answering. 
"Yeah, well." Anna smiled sheepishly. "That's all due to Elsa's 
influence. After last year, she thought it would be best for me to start 
taking on more responsibility and to learn how to do... princess-y 
things." She shrugged. "I never really saw a point in doing so, 
especially since she became queen and would be in charge of all of 
that. | even told her that about half a dozen times, at least." Here 
Anna grew quiet and for a moment, Anya was worried. Finally, Anna 
spoke up. "Every time, she only smiled at me and said 'Anna, you 
are the princess of Arendelle, the only one we have. If something 
were to happen to me, there needs to be someone around who 
knows what to do. Our people need someone to lead them. Our 
kingdom needs someone it can depend on. There is a high 
probability that you will always be the next one in line for the throne, 
and as the next in line, you really should learn how to handle all of 
your possible duties as diplomatically and tactfully as possible. 
Okay?' As much as | wanted to, | really couldn't disagree with her, so 
the next day, she brought me to all of her meetings to sit in and learn 
the ropes. In fact, at the last few, she's even let me lead a few of the 
discussions, though | never completely commit to anything without 
her approval." Anna sighed. "Though, without her here now, | don't 
know if | can rally agree to anything. | don't know if | can trust my 
own judgment. Based on past experience, my judgment isn't all it's 
cracked up to be." 


"Listen here, sweetheart: you need to learn to trust in yourself. Elsa 
has trusted you enough to leave you in charge, even if it's only been 
for a few meetings. She hasn't totally disregarded any of your 
judgment calls at those meetings, right?" A nod. "And when she 
couldn't trust herself, she trusted you to lead Arendelle in her stead, 
didn't she?" Another nod. "Then trust yourself. Kristoff already told 
you as much. Would you doubt his words?" Anna shook her head. 
"We all believe in you, dear. You are a wonderful princess and a fine 


diplomat. Arendelle is lucky to have you; we all are. And | know you'll 
make a fine queen one day, should that day ever come. Don't you 
think | know a little something about what it takes to be queen?" Her 
encouraging, lighthearted tone eased Anna's worries and they 
finished their meal quickly before heading back to the great hall 
where even more duties awaited them. 


The trip up to the North Mountain went much smoother now that both 
parties had settled their minds. The two men were able to actually to 
strike up a conversation and while Kristoff was surprised to have 
found some amicable ground to stand on with his soon-to-be father- 
in-law, Erik was surprised at Kristoff's sense of humor and the many 
colorful tales he seemed to have. 


"... and that was the last time | ever asked Anna to go ice fishing 
with me. | don't think I've ever been that soaked in my life. And | 
spent most of my childhood outside! It took weeks to wash the smell 
out of my clothes." The pair shared a hearty laugh at the mountain 
man's mishap and lapsed into a comfortable silence. The 
awkwardness long gone, the silence was no longer the stifling thing 
it had once been. Instead, it was merely content and they were able 
to just sit and enjoy one another's company. 


All too soon, they reached the last hill and it wasn't long before the 
ice palace was in their view. The beauty of the crystalline structure 
took their breath away once again and they remained in awe at the 
sight before them. Nothing seemed to have been disturbed in the 
short time they were away and Kristoff took that as a good sign that 
perhaps Elsa's mood had improved and she would be more 
welcome to visitors. If whatever emotions and feelings she had been 
holding in last night had been resolved, she should be more inclined 
to listen to what Erik had to say. But, Knowing her, it would likely take 
much more than one night away to deal with the pains of the past. 
He could only hope that she would be willing to talk and hear her 
father out. 


With a gentle slap of the reins, Sven shot forward and they made 
their way towards the palace of the snow queen. 


It had been a lovely day so far for Elsa; she truly was enjoying the 
lack of responsibility in her home away from home. As queen, she 
was expected to arise early every morning, attend meeting after 
meeting, work long hours, and occasionally give speeches and grace 
the people with her presence. Sometimes it was all a little much and 
she wondered how she would ever manage everything. Yet she 
always managed to pull through it, day in and day out. She loved her 
people, her kingdom, her title, and she would do whatever she could 
to make sure that everyone knew how deserving she was of it, how 
devoted she was to her duty. There had been a few complaints 
about her ability to rule not long after the eternal winter had ended 
but they hadn't lasted very long. She had quickly proven to 
everyone, most of all herself, that she could do it, that she was 
worthy of the title of queen. For that, her people loved and respected 
her and she did all she could to keep that respect. 


But, as she wandered about her icy home, sometimes it got to be a 
little much and she longed for some time off where she could just be 
herself without worry. While this little vacation hadn't been expected, 
it certainly was a welcome respite. She did wonder how Anna was 
getting along but she had complete faith in her sister. Anna would be 
able to take her place for the moment while she got her head 
together. 


Elsa soon found herself on an upper balcony on the western side of 
the palace. She stood there and let the warmth surround her. The 
crisp air refreshed her and the gentle breeze swirled around her as 
she marveled at the beauty and solitude that surrounded her. 


The sound of snow crunching pulled her attention away from the 
scene before her and towards the balcony on the opposite side. 
Quickly, she formed an icy walkway around the side of the palace 
and made her way around. Once settled, she glanced down and 
gasped as she saw a familiar-looking reindeer pulling a sleigh. There 


were two people in it, though she couldn't tell who they were from 
this height. While one of them was most likely Kristoff, she hoped 
that Anna hadn't come along, though the chances of that were slim. 
In any case, she knew she would have to meet her visitors to try to 
convince them to leave. She still needed some time here alone. 


She walked back the way she came and headed inside and down 
the stairs. She hesitated only a moment before opening the door. 
Kristoff's startled face met hers as he lowered his raised hand. 


"Kristoff? What are you doing here? Why did you..." She trailed off 
as she noticed the other figure that was standing next to her sister's 
mountain man. It certainly wasn't Anna. Her silence caused the other 
person to step forward and her eyes widened in surprise. She had 
been expecting her sister to have tagged along, trying to convince 
her to come back. That she could have handled. But this? 


"Papa?" 


Let the Storm Rage On 


a.n. | finally got this chapter finished and posted before my self- 
imposed deadline was up. This is the chapter that | was 
promising you guys a while ago. I know | had a few filler 
chapters in between but hopefully those built up enough 
tension and suspense to have you all looking forward to this 
one. 


While I had been anticipating this chapter for a while, practically 
since | began writing it, it was still hard to write. | knew how | 
wanted things to go down (more or less), but | still had to get 
there. Especially one particular part at the end. The 
drama-/tension-building was the hard part since it had to sound 
realistic and | hope | did it justice. 


As always, please read, review, and enjoy! | look forward to 
reading your comments! 


Chapter 13: Let the Storm Rage On 


It was silent as Elsa stared at the two men before her. The presence 
of her father had startled her and she struggled to maintain control of 
her emotions. She hadn't been expecting him to come. She had 
wanted to be alone until she was sure she would be able to face her 
estranged parents calmly, completely in control of herself and her 
emotions. Their reappearance in her life, and the strained history 
they shared, made it difficult for her to face them again without the 
kind of control she wanted, the kind of control she needed, before 
they embarked on the long, arduous task of reconnecting with one 
another. She had hoped to return to Arendelle fully in control and 
fully able to deal with whatever it was her parents had to say. Now 
though... now she wasn't sure she was prepared for the inevitable 
confrontation. So she did what she always did. 


She turned and ran, shutting the door behind her. 


The slam of the crystalline doors before them startled the duo 
standing on the stoop. Kristoff had been prepared for sucha 
reaction; after all, if he had learned anything from being around her 
this last year it was that Elsa tended to resort to running away or 
shutting herself off from the world and everyone when she was 
scared or stressed. Her actions now were not surprising. 


Erik, however, could only look sadly at the place he had last seen his 
eldest daughter. He knew that his coming here would be hard for her, 
that in all likelihood, she would refuse to see him, ignore his attempts 
to talk, disregard his pleas for forgiveness. He couldn't fault her for 
that; he expected the anger, the tears, the look of hurt in her eyes. 
He knew he deserved all of it and more for what he had done to her, 
what he had put her through for all of those years. He knew this task 
wouldn't be easy; he had expected that. 


What he hadn't expected was for Elsa to turn away and run. He had 
wanted her to lash out at him in justified anger. For her to turn a cold 
shoulder and run, barely giving him an agonized glance as she shut 
the door behind her, it hurt him more than anything. He'd had a hope 
of reconciliation with his daughter; now, her forgiveness seemed a 
long way off. If he was to have any expectation of a reunion with her 
and bringing his family back together, it seemed as if he would have 
to make the first move. He turned towards his companion. 


"Thank you for bringing me here, Kristoff, but | think it might be best 
if | go talk to her alone." The mountain man was about to argue with 
him but stopped himself. Whatever tension there happened to be 
between Elsa and her father needed to be resolved. That could be 
better accomplished if they were alone. He nodded and stepped to 
the side and Erik came forward, a grateful look on his face. As he 
went to open the door, Kristoff placed a reassuring hand on his 
shoulder causing the older man to look at him. The ice harvester 
gave the former king his most encouraging smile. "I'll just wait here." 


He pointed to the steps. "Just in I'm needed." Erik acknowledged his 
statement with a nod and tentatively pushed open the door. 


Once he disappeared inside, Kristoff turned around and took a seat 
on the step. He might as well make himself comfortable. After all, it 
wasn't the first time he was left to wait outside here while personal 
matters were resolved inside. Knowing how that last confrontation 
ended, he would make himself available in case things escalated. He 
really hoped he wouldn't have to intervene this time. He still got 
nightmares sometimes, seeing Anna like that and the look of horror 
on Elsa's face when she realized what she'd done. That had nearly 
torn Elsa apart. If the same thing were to happen now... he 
shuddered to think what that would do to her. He sighed and looked 
back towards the door. 


"One. Two. Three. Four..." 


As she heard the satisfying slam of the door behind her, Elsa made 
her way back to the staircase. She knew she shouldn't have shut 
them out like that. They had only came to check up on her, to make 
sure she was all right after leaving them with no warning. She had 
thought she was past all of this, that she had moved on from her 
past. Yet here she was, falling back on old habits and shutting 
people out again. 


It had to stop. She wanted it to stop; she just didn't know if she 
could. Especially now. 


She didn't know what it was that her father had come to tell her, but 
she did know that he couldn't be here yet. She wasn't ready to face 
him. She wanted to talk to him, to hear him out. She really did. But 
her emotional state was still fragile and she was afraid of what would 
happen if she were to confront him. She had to shut him out now, if 
only for a little while. She needed just a little more time to rein in her 
emotions, to gather her thoughts, before she took that final step 
towards reconciliation and forgiveness. 


The sound of a door gently opening and closing echoed behind 
caused her to whirl around in surprise. When she saw her father 
standing at the entrance, her icy blue eyes grew wide in fright and 
she took off up the staircase. 


"Elsa! Wait!" Erik took off after his daughter, carefully trying not to 
slip on the slippery surface. He followed her up the stairs, pleading 
with her to stop, to give him the chance to talk. The click of her 
shoes and the echo of her steps was her only response. As much as 
it continued to hurt him that she'd rather avoid him than talk, he 
doggedly pursued her, not wanting to give her the chance to escape 
again. 


Elsa could hear her father behind her and she purposely avoided 
looking back. If she did so, she knew that she would find hurt and 
regret in his eyes that would cause her steps to falter. She wouldn't 
be able to bear the look of sorrow in his eyes. Her emotional hold 
was too tenuous, too fragile for her to face him now. So she kept 
running up the stairs into the upper recesses of her ice palace. She 
was struck with a sense of déja vu as she fled and she tried not to 
dwell on how eerily reminiscent this was from last year's incident. 


Her mind on auto-pilot, Elsa's feet tread a familiar path and, without 
thinking, she opened up a set of double doors and rushed in. She 
only stopped when she noticed the icy fragments that littered the 
floor. Her thoughts elsewhere, her subconscious had directed her 
here and she found herself in the one room she had desperately 
wanted to avoid at all costs, the one room that conjured up so many 
memories she'd rather forget. 


She turned abruptly on her heel, hoping to get away from that room 
as quickly as possible, but she found her path blocked by the very 
man she was trying to avoid. Her father stood just inside the double 
doors, preventing her from escaping. Her eyes, already filled with 
fear, now displayed panic as they surveyed the room, searching for 
an alternate escape route. 


Erik made a move to step towards his daughter, but at her panicked 
look, he stopped. There was a sense of desperation about her as he 
watched her eyes flit to and fro. As much as he wanted to talk, to get 
things resolved, her well-being was more important and he knew that 
she'd have to calm down before they would be able to talk things 
out. He could already feel the chill in the air and he watched the ice 
creep slowly up the walls out of the corner of his eyes. He focused 
on the young woman in front of him as he spoke, his eyes never 
leaving her face. 


"Elsa, sweetheart, please hear me out." The temperature dropped 
lower and he shuddered slightly, but he would not be deterred. "! 
know you're hurting. | know you must be upset. And for that | am 
truly, deeply sorry. | just need to talk to you. Please." He noticed the 
ice had stopped its ascent and the temperature had stabilized. He 
watched her turn her head towards him. She was no longer 
panicked, but there was still a hint of fear and uncertainty in those 
blue eyes, eyes now clouded by emotion. He took a tentative step 
forward and was pleased that she didn't try to run from him. One by 
one, his steps brought him closer and closer to her until finally, he 
was right in front of her. He wanted to reach out to her, to stroke her 
hair as he had once upon a time when she was younger and came 
to him for comfort whenever she was scared. He wanted to hold her 
tight against him, protecting her from all harm as he had done 
whenever she had come running to him, tears streaming down her 
face. He wanted to whisper soothing words to her, letting her know 
that he would always be there to love and protect her as he had 
done every night since the day she was born. He wanted to do all of 
those things to show and to tell her how truly sorry he was and how 
much he loved her. 


Before he could, Elsa took a step back and brought her arms up to 
hug herself. She cast her eyes downward as the two of them stood 
in silence. After a moment, she tilted her head back up and looked at 
him. He had followed her here, chased after her, and was now 
staring at her, waiting for her to make the next move. She nodded 
and she watched as he noticeably relaxed. 


It took a moment before Erik could begin. He didn't exactly know 
where to start. There were a lot of things he knew he had to say to 
her, so he might as well start at the beginning. 


"We never meant to hurt to hurt you, Elsa. We only ever wanted to 
keep you safe." Elsa stayed silent. "When we first found out about 
your powers, we were frightened, but not of you. Neither of us had 
ever seen anything like it and we were scared that if word about 
what you could do got out, it would panic the populace." He saw Elsa 
tense and he tried to reassure her. "You were small and your powers 
weren't really that developed so you could never hurt anyone. But 
we knew that not all of the people would be that understanding, so 
we tried to hide your powers from those outside the castle. We never 
wanted to deny you that part of yourself; it was definitely an 
adjustment and we just wanted to give everyone a chance to get to 
know you for you, not to fear you for your abilities." He anxiously 
reached out to place a hand on her shoulder and when she didn't 
shake it off, his confidence grew. "When Anna was born, you never 
could get enough of her. You were always the doting big sister, never 
wanting her out of your sight, always trying to play with her, and 
whenever she was crying, it was you more often than not who 
managed to calm her down. When she didn't develop the same 
powers you did, yes, we did breathe a sigh of relief. We loved you 
and everything about you, but we knew that as you got older, it 
would start to be more of a burden for you. We were glad that she 
would never have to go through that the way you would have to. 
That didn't stop you from loving her though. The fact that you two 
were so different never seemed to matter to either of you. You loved 
her and she loved you and you would do anything to see her happy, 
to protect her from all harm." 


Elsa gave a little sniffle and Erik took his chance. He stepped closer 
and pulled her into a hug. Elsa tensed at first but after a minute, she 
gave in and Erik could feel her arms wrap around his chest. He 
squeezed her back reassuringly and stroked her hair. 


They remained like that for a moment before Elsa pulled back and 
stared up into her father's warm eyes. She was reminded of all those 
times when she was younger and she was scared and she would run 
to her father's strong arms. He always made her feel safe, as if 
nothing could ever hurt her. She felt that way now and it was 
something she hadn't felt in such a long time. It felt good. He smiled 
at her and she smiled back. 


"She absolutely loved it when you would show off for her and you 
could never say no to her. If she wanted to go ice skating in the 
palace, you would create an ice rink just for her. If she wanted to 
throw snowballs, you would make sure that she had all of the snow 
she needed. If she wanted to build a snowman, you would help her 
out and watch as the smile on her face grew bigger. While we were 
worried about how your powers would grow, we could only watch in 
happiness as the two of you grew closer and you were both happy. 
We couldn't ask for anything more. But then..." Erik's face grew 
worried as he watched her face pale and she grew stiff in his arms. 
He dropped his arms and she stepped back. 


"Then she had her accident and everything changed." Elsa's words 
were whispered, but her father still managed to hear the hurt in 
them. He reached out again to hug her sorrow away but she stepped 
further back and turned around, away from him. He could only stand 
there as she began to pace the room, her walk anxious and 
purposeful at the same time. She suddenly stopped and turned to 
look at him, the sadness evident in her eyes. "I had to stay away 
from her, from anyone, while my powers grew stronger. | panicked at 
the thought that someone could get hurt again because | wasn't able 
to control them. | barely saw her, | barely saw anyone, | couldn't 
leave the palace." Elsa's words grew louder and more forceful with 
every statement. Erik could tell that she was growing more emotional 
with every step and he made the attempt to calm her down. 


"Elsa, |..." He was cut off by a sudden icy blast that just passed by 
his right side. He turned, startled, and looked to see a dozen tiny 
icicles embed themselves in the wall behind him. Turning back 


around, he could see that Elsa was just as surprised as he was and 
the fear had returned. She walked further away from him and Erik 
could see that she was attempting to calm herself down. 


"For all intents and purposes, | was locked away. Alone. Always to be 
alone. | could never face the people as | was, | could never face 
Anna again or tell her the truth. My entire childhood | was scared and 
| had no one to turn to, no one who would accept me for who | was. 
No one. | had to hide myself away because | had to hide away a part 
of myself. Even from you." She turned hurt, accusing eyes to her 
father. 


"We never wanted that to happen, Elsa. We loved you. We were 
just..." 


"Scared! | know. You already said that." Erik tried not to look hurt by 
Elsa's words, no matter how true they were. By this point, the 
temperature in the room had dropped even more and Erik could 
definitely see the walls freezing with fresh ice. A small snow flurry 
had begun to form and the sudden wind was beginning to chill him. 


"| was just as scared, you know. | didn't know why | had these 
powers or why they were so out of control. How could | control 
something when | didn't know how it worked? All | wanted was to be 
normal, to be out of my room and the castle, to have fun with my 
sister again. Just to be normal. But | couldn't have that, any of it, 
because | had to stay locked up, because you were scared. Of me." 


"Elsa, sweetheart, that's not tr..." 


"It is. Don't tell me you weren't afraid that | might hurt you one day." 
His prolonged silence was confirmation enough for her and the storm 
in the room grew stronger. Her emotions were running high and she 
was quickly losing control. "You thought | was a monster and didn't 
know what else to do with me so you locked me away. | was just a 
scared little girl who only wanted to be loved and accepted. Why 
couldn't | have that?" The storm was now a full-blown blizzard that 
raged and swirled around the pair as Elsa's own emotions raged and 


swirled within her. The flurries battered the walls and rattled the 
doors, threatening to burst forth from the room. 


There was an eerie silence as the storm suddenly stopped and a 
large, angry blast of ice burst forth from the scared young woman 
standing just within the blizzard's outskirts, striking and freezing solid 
everything around it within seconds, including the solitary figure that 
stood firm within the eye of the storm, a remorseful look on his face. 


Kristoff looked up when he heard the rattling and raging coming from 
the palace behind him. Looking towards the balcony, he saw bits of 
the storm raging within as stray snowflakes and ice shards floated 
down towards him. The wind inside howled and whistled and it set 
even his nerves on end. Gasping, he jumped up and pulled open the 
door, not concerning himself with the loud bang it made when it 
slammed shut. He ran up the stairs two at a time hoping he wasn't 
too late. 


Again. 


Love Will Thaw 


a.n. Whew, coming in at close to 12 pages and 7,506 words, this 
chapter's a whopper! | did a couple of different things with this 
chapter that | hope you all like. | did get one review that was 
concerned with how the last chapter ended and, while this was 
pretty much how | had planned on this story/chapter 
progressing, | do hope it makes up for any concerns anyone 
had in the last one. As I've stated in my profile, I'm a sucker for 
happy endings. | only hope what I've written here is believable 
and makes sense to all of you (it does to me, at least). 


Anyways, please remember to read, review, and enjoy! 


Chapter 14: Love Will Thaw 


Kristoff charged up the stairs, treading a well-worn path, as he made 
his way to the upper recesses of the palace. The higher he climbed, 
the more he noticed how quiet it had become. The noise he had 
heard from outside had disappeared and that worried him more than 
the racket itself had. He had expected yelling, some angry outbursts, 
or even the sound of tears being shed, at the very least. But silence, 
utter and complete silence? That was not a good sign. Silence and 
Elsa never mixed well. 


He wasn't at all surprised when he found himself outside a familiar 
room, though by the time he reached it, he could hear his heart 
pounding in his ears and his breath quickened as he hesitated by the 
doors. He approached cautiously, listening for any sign of life in the 
room within. He could hear the last remnants of the storm die down 
but no voices sang out in surprise or anger or sadness. He hoped 
with everything he had that he wasn't too late as he reached out to 
open the doors. 


But they wouldn't budge. Shocked, Kristoff pulled and tugged and 
shook the doors but they still refused to move. Noticing how much 
colder the doors were than they should be, even considering their icy 
origins, he looked closer and saw that they had been frozen shut. 
His eyes grew wide in panic and he began pounding on the door. 


"Elsa! Open up the doors! Please!" He could hear nothing except the 
echoes of his voice and the sounds of his fists hitting the door. 


"Elsa! Elsa!" 


It was dark. 
It was quiet. 
It was solitary. 


It wasn't necessarily an unpleasant situation, just an unexpected 
one. It reminded her of her previous life, the one she lived before she 
rediscovered her sister. It was comforting. It was familiar. 


It was cold. 
Wait. 


Cold? How could it be cold? The cold had never bothered her before 
and yet she shivered in the darkness now. She could feel the chill in 
her bones, deep within her. How was that possible? 


Her senses were inexplicably dulled and she wasted no effort in 
trying to understand why. All she knew was the cold; all she really 
wanted to know was where that coldness was coming from and why 
it upset her so much. 


She retreated back into the familiar embrace of the darkness, senses 
unaware of anything but the cold and the darkness. 


It took some effort but Kristoff finally managed to break the icy seal 
holding the doors shut. His large size, when repeatedly slammed 
again and again against the unyielding frozen entity, had eventually 
allowed him entrance to the room, though he had worn himself down 
considerably in trying to do so. His fatigue was momentarily 
forgotten, however, as he practically fell into the room and looked 
around at his surroundings. The damage done by the magical 
snowstorm was obvious as portions of the room had visibly frozen 
over and various snowdrifts were scattered about the room. He 
noticed a few icicles hanging from the ceiling and there were even a 
conspicuous few jutting into the room from various angles. It all 
seemed to indicate that Elsa had lost control even for a little bit and 
that just increased his anxiety. 


As he was taking it all in, his eyes were inevitably drawn to the two 
still figures in the room and he rushed over to them, eyes wide. 


"No." He gasped as he looked at the frozen figure of Erik. His 
memories of finding Anna here, heart slowly freezing and turning her 
into ice, and of seeing the end of her terrible transformation, flashed 
across his mind as looked at Erik now. It was obvious that he had 
been struck, just as Anna had been, but unlike her, Erik seemed to 
have completely frozen immediately. It had taken several hours for 
Anna to freeze like this; he had assumed that that was just the way 
Elsa's powers had worked. Now, he wasn't so sure. Perhaps she 
was stronger now than she had been then. He had certainly seen 
her do some amazing things with her powers, things that he didn't 
think she even knew she was capable of. Since she had been able 
to gain control over her powers, she wasn't afraid of letting them 
show, of showing others what she could do. Being able to actually 
use her powers without fear seemed to have allowed both her and 
her powers to grow stronger. No longer restrained, her powers had 
proven to have wonderful, mysterious qualities as they were given 
the chance to flow, to grow, to create. Maybe that newfound strength 
had done this. 


Or, as much as he didn't want to think about, perhaps there was 
something deeper, something more unconscious, that had caused 
her to freeze her estranged father like she had. He had a feeling that 
there was something more to her actions that perhaps even she was 
unaware of. The only way to find out would be to ask her himself. 


Turning towards his soon-to-be-sister-in-law, he noticed her catatonic 
state. Her stance was rigid, her eyes unfocused, as she hugged her 
arms against her body, facing away from her father. Kristoff 
approached her slowly, not wanting to startle her, and he called out 
to her. 


"Elsa? Elsa, it's Kristoff. Can you hear me?" When he got no 
response, he gently placed a hand on her shoulder. Again, no 
response. "Please Elsa, let me get through to you. Just let me in." 


It was still cold. 
It was still dark. 
It was still solitary. 


But it was no longer quiet. A dull sound bounced against the gloomy 
cocoon she was nestled in and she blinked blearily as she became 
vaguely aware of it. Deciding to ignore it, she turned back into the 
darkness, contemplating the cold once more. 


Yet the din continued on, growing more insistent and echoing in this 
dark place. Her solitude interrupted, she leaned in the direction the 

sound was coming from and urged her senses to make meaning of 
the sound. 


Her ears were the first to discover the interruption. It was a voice, a 
deep, pleading voice that whispered words she could not yet make 
sense of. 


Her eyes focused next as they noticed a slight sliver of light coming 
from the direction where that voice was located. The dark 
overpowered it for the moment but the light was slowly creeping in, 
steadily growing stronger. 


The next three things she noticed came in quick succession, nearly 
simultaneously. She smelled the crisp, icy scent of snow just as she 
became aware of a slight breeze wafting around her and she could 
practically taste the pure, clean air that seemed to be encompassing 
her. 


As she was still trying to reconcile all of these new feelings and 
sensations and make sense of it all, her ears were finally able to 
decipher the voice that echoed around her and she focused on its 
gentle timbre. 


" Please Elsa, let me get through to you. Just let me in." 


He didn't know how long he had been standing there or how long he 
had been pleading with her to awaken from whatever trance she 
seemed to be in, but he finally noticed the first signs of life as she 
shuddered and took a deep breath. He quickly wrapped his arms 
around her as she collapsed into them. Lowering the both of them to 
the ground, he held her in his arms, reminded of the times he had 
cradled his fiancée just like this when she had come to him in the 
middle of the night, her mind plagued by nightmares. On those 
nights, he would just hold her tightly to him, rocking her back and 
forth to soothe her worries. Sometimes, he would stroke her auburn 
tresses or whisper words of devotion and love to calm her before 
carrying her back to her room and placing her on the bed to tuck her 
in. Knowing how similar the two women were, his only thought was 
to cradle her, rocking her back and forth, hoping that she would be 
all right. 


It was only a matter of seconds before he watched Elsa's eyes flutter 
open. The normally bright blue orbs were clouded and her pale face 
was e ven paler. Her platinum blonde bangs stuck to her forehead in 


a sheen of sweat and he could feel her tremble in his arms as she 
slowly came to. As she awoke, Kristoff smiled concernedly at her. 


"I'm glad you're okay." 
"Kristoff?" She looked around in confusion. "Wh..what happened?" 


He shook his head. "! don't Know. | was waiting outside and | heard 
some awful noises coming from here. | was worried and when | 
came up here, you had frozen the door shut. When | finally managed 
to get it open, | noticed you just standing here. You were so quiet 
and you just stood here, not moving. It was like you weren't even 
here." He let her climb out of his arms and he scooted away from 
her, giving her the space he felt she wanted. She held a hand up to 
her head for a moment before the memories came flooding back to 
her. There was a sudden gasp as she remembered what had 
brought her up to this room and what had transpired afterwards. 


"My powers... Papa!" At first, she didn't notice the still, cold figure of 
her father as she glanced around. She surveyed the destruction she 
had caused and she couldn't help but feel a sense of remorse as she 
did so. She had, yet again, turned her wonderful creation into a place 
of fear. Would it ever be the beautiful palace she had envisioned 
long ago? 


When her eyes finally spotted her father, she jumped up and ran to 
him, Kristoff close on her heels. 


"Papa!" She stopped short in front of him, not quite trusting herself 
not to cause any more harm than she already had. In any other 
circumstance, she would marvel at the intricate details and lifelike 
intricacies of another one of her creations. She would be in awe, 
once again, of how she could create such a beautiful thing with 
powers that she always feared, powers that she had never seen as 
anything but dangerous and destructive. And she would be reminded 
that there was indeed beauty in her powers; she only had to find it 
within herself. 


Now, looking upon the icy countenance of the man who was her 
father, his face frozen in a look of regret, no hint of fear or hate in his 
eyes, she trembled at the terrible things she was capable of, at the 
cruelties she had managed to inflict upon others. She nearly 
crumpled, ready to close in on herself before Kristoff reached her 
side and lifted her face towards his. 


"Elsa," he stated plainly, his face serious, "this is not your fault. You 
were hurting, in pain, and you couldn't control what happened. Don't 
beat yourself up over this. | Know how much you still hurt about what 
happened with Anna even though she forgives you. And | don't think 
your father would want you to blame yourself for this either." She 
sniffed. 


"|... | don't know, Kristoff." Her teary eyes looked up at him before 
she glanced over to her father. " / did this to him. He's frozen like this 
because of me . | don't Know if that could ever be forgivable." 


"Of course it is. Anna never lost faith in you. She knew that you 
would never, could never, hurt her on purpose. | know your father 
feels the same. No matter what bad memories you have, what pain 
there is in your past, what tension you two have, you would never 
hurt him on purpose. You would never hurt anyone. You are nota 
monster, Elsa. You know it. | know it. He knows it. He will forgive you 
forgive for this. You have to believe that." 


Elsa slowly nodded her head, letting Kristoff's words sink in. She 
didn't know if she entirely believed him yet; that would have to wait 
until she got a chance to speak with her father again. 


Kristoff spoke up again. 


"| think it's about time we get back. | know there is plenty more for 
you two to talk over but the worst is over right? You do feel better, 
don't you?" Elsa nodded hesitantly so Kristoff laid a hand on her 
shoulder. "Everything will be fine Elsa. You'll see." He smiled 
encouragingly. "Are you ready?" Elsa looked at her father straight in 
the eyes and held back the tears that threatened to fall as she took 


that last step towards him. Tenderly, she wrapped her arms around 
him, placing her cheek on his chest with her head resting just below 
his chin. It was a familiar embrace, though one she hadn't felt in so 
long. She squeezed him tightly to her, willing all of the love she had 
for the man before her to come forth and break him out of his icy 
prison. She repeated her mantra over and over again in her head as 
she waited for his cold skin to become warm flesh once again. Love 
will thaw. Love will thaw. Love will thaw... 


But something was wrong. 
It wasn't working the way it should have been. 


With Anna, it had been nearly instantaneous. As soon as she had 
realized what had happened to her sister, she had been able to 
summon all of her love and all of the devotion she felt towards her 
and allowed it to wash over her in such loving warmth that Anna's icy 
heart had been thawed. It wasn't hard; those warm feelings were 
always bubbling just beneath her icy, aloof exterior, waiting for the 
chance to be set free. When she finally got that opportunity, nothing 
could stop them from flowing so effortlessly from her. It had been a 
wonderful feeling and she felt as if she was finally proving her love to 
her sister, a love she had so long denied her. 


Now, however, she could feel something wasn't the same. She was 
trying to shower her father with all of the love she harbored for him, 
all of the love that was buried inside of her, but she found that she 
couldn't. That warm feelings she had had when she had thawed her 
sister wasn't there. She could only feel the cold. 


Kristoff watched Elsa curiously, expecting things to happen just as 
they had done with Anna. When more than a few moments had 
passed and Elsa still stood there, hugging an icy statue, he stepped 
up to her, a look of concern on his face. 


"Elsa? Is something wrong?" He was surprised to see her eyes 
closed tightly, trying to hold in the tears he knew she must be 
shedding. The agony on her face was evident. 


"It's not working, Kristoff! It's not working and | don't know why!" She 
finally opened her eyes and Kristoff could see the pain in them as 
her tears were finally released. "I tried! | did what | did last time and it 
didn't work! Why didn't it work?" She sobbed, nearly hysterical. 


"Elsa, calm down. Please." He noticed that her sobs had lessened 
and he continued. "What happened? Why don't you think it worked?" 
He watched as Elsa took a few deep breaths to calm herself some 
more before she attempted to speak. 


"|... | don't know. With Anna, it was easy to show my love for her. It 
just came out and allowed me to thaw her. The same for Arendelle. | 
just remembered my people and how much | care for them and | was 
able to thaw all of the ice and snow and end the winter. That love 
was always there; | just had to set it free, let it go. | tried to do that 
now, to let all of that love come forth... but it wouldn't. | couldn't feel 
what | felt before. | couldn't feel the love... just the cold." She turned 
her eyes downwards and placed a hand over her heart, her fists 
clenched in pain. 


"Cold?" She nodded. "! thought you didn't feel the cold?" She shook 
her head. 


"No. | can feel it; it just doesn't bother me like it does everyone else. 
But this cold... this cold is different. It's something that I've never felt 
before. | could feel it in here." She gestured to her heart. 


Kristoff looked at her in concern and confusion, not quite sure what 
to think. "What do you think it means?" 


Elsa visibly trembled, not sure if she wanted to voice aloud the 
conclusion she had come to. She turned her tear-stained face to 
Kristoff, her eyes fearful. "I think it means | won't ever be able to 
thaw him because |... | don't think I'll ever be able forgive him for 
what he did. And if | can't ever forgive him, | don't think |... | don't 
think I'll ever to be able find the love for him in my heart that | need. | 
don't think that love is there." She paused briefly before continuing. "! 
don't think | love him anymore." 


"What do you mean you don't think that you love him anymore?" 


"| can't stop thinking about all those years when | was alone and my 
powers were growing too strong for me to control. | know he always 
told me that he loved me, that | was no monster, but | could see it in 
his eyes. He feared me; he feared what | could do. He couldn't love 

me, not after almost killing my sister." Kristoff grabbed her shoulders 
fiercely, hoping to pull Elsa out of her melancholy. 


"Elsa. Stop. He is your father. He loves you, no matter what. You 
know that." 


"I'd like to believe that Kristoff, | really would. But | just can't help it. | 
can't force what isn't there." 


"But you've got to try, Elsa! You can't leave him like this!" 


"| know that! Do you think | want him like this! | can try and try all | 
want, but it won't happen!" The room grew colder and Kristoff noticed 
the look in Elsa's eyes that told him she was barely reigning in her 
powers, that she was on the edge of losing control. He wisely 
decided to back down, hoping she would calm a little. 


"I'm not going to push you Elsa, but | do want you to try. You know 
he loved you. Even if you think he didn't, he had to have loved you at 
least once in your life. Think about that. Do you have any memories, 
any memories at all, of that?" Elsa closed her eyes in concentration. 
Her memories of the distant past were shadowed by those of the 
painful events that had followed afterwards, memories that were still 
fresh and vivid in her mind's eye, especially when she slept. When 
her eyes finally opened, there was a light in them as something 
stirred within her mind. 


"| do remember something that happened long ago..." 


"Well?" Kristoff noticed the chill that had descended had abated and 
took that as a good sign. 


"| was young, really young, and | think Momma was pregnant with 
Anna..." 


She was about two-and-a-half, just a little toddler with stubby legs 
and pudgy cheeks, but she still acted like the princess she was. She 
got underfoot a lot, yet no one on the palace staff seemed to mind all 
that much (most of the time), as she spent her days dashing to and 
fro, trying to find the next fun activity. Usually, at least one of her 
parents was with her to keep her company and out of too much 
trouble but nowadays, Papa was too busy and Momma was always 
tired. Her rounded belly prevented her from doing too much anyway. 
So she was left to her own devices and with no supervision. Always 
a bad combination. 


Today she seemed to be extra curious and she was in the way more 
than usual. Since no one had the heart to bother the queen in her 
delicate condition, King Erik was tasked with dealing with his 
precocious young daughter. 


Elsa was called into her father's study and was left to stand in front 
of his large desk as he looked across the way at her. No stranger to 
this kind of confrontation, the young princess put on her best smile 
and her most cherubic face, sure that she would be able to win her 
father over with her charms as she often did. 


Erik tried not to be swayed. "Do you know why you are here, Elsa?" 
The girl didn't answer and instead chose to continue smiling sweetly 
at him. "Elsa?" 

" Yes, Papa?" 

" Do you know why you have been brought to me now?" 


" No, Papa." 


" You don't, do you?" A nod of her little head and finally Erik gave in 
to his daughter's face, though not as much as he wanted to. He let 


go a small smile as he rounded his desk and came to stand in front 
of the little girl. "The cooks told me you've been sneaking around in 
the kitchens again, hunting for chocolates. And Gerda said she's 
caught you more than a few times skating through the halls. In your 
socks and on the ice. And what was it that you did to the nanny?" 
Erik's voice was serious, though his smile betrayed his true feelings. 


" | froze her underwear." At her confession, Erik finally broke down 
and chuckled, pulling the girl in for a hug. 


" Oh Elsa. What have | told you about doing things like that?" Elsa's 
cheerful face saddened and Erik felt bad. She was only a little girl 
after all. A special little girl, perhaps, but still only a little girl. He 
should probably handle this with a bit more tact. "| know you didn't 
mean any harm and no one was seriously injured, though | think we 
are going to have to get you a new nanny..." 


" But | don't need a nanny, Papa. | have you and Momma." Erik 
sighed. This talk had taken a familiar turn. 


" Elsa, look at me." He smiled at her wide eyes. "I know you miss 
spending time with me and Momma; we miss spending time with you 
too. But you know we're both very busy right now. | have a lot of 
paperwork that | need to get through," he gestured to the substantial 
pile of documents on his desk, "and your mother is busy getting 
things ready for the new baby. She also needs to get plenty of rest to 
build up her energy for when the baby arrives. In a few months' time, 
you'll have a new playmate that you can chase around the castle 
and Momma and | will be able to spend more time with you. Until 
then, please mind the nanny and try to stay out of trouble, okay?" A 
hesitant nod told Erik that there was something more on the little 
girl's mind. "What is it, sweetheart?" 


" What if you won't have any time to play with me when the baby 
comes? What if you decide you don't love me anymore?" Erik could 
see Elsa's hands turning white, a sure sign that she was getting 
upset. Her mysterious abilities, wherever they came from, seemed to 
be tied to her emotional state, as he and her mother had discovered 


early on. He didn't want to upset the child any more than it seemed 
she already was. 


" Is that what you think, sweetheart? Do you really think that once 
the baby's here, we won't have time for you?" A fervent nod. "That's 
ridiculous!" Erik pulled his daughter into a hug and was relieved to 
feel her little arms wrap themselves around his neck. "No matter 
what happens when the new baby gets here, we will always love 
you. You are very special and nothing and no one could ever replace 
you. You are my beautiful little snowflake, unique and individual, 
unlike anyone else. How could | not love you?" His smile brightened. 
"Your mother and | will always love you, no matter what. Okay?" This 
time, her nod was surer and he pulled himself away to grasp her 
hand. "Now, let's go find something to do that won't get you into 
trouble." Together, they walked hand-in-hand out of his office, their 
happy voices echoing down the hall. 


"| had almost forgotten that day. After we left his office, he took me to 
the kitchens and while he distracted the cooks, | was able to sneak 
some chocolates out for us. We hid in the study and ate them until 
we could barely move. | remember Momma found us, chocolate 
smudges around our mouths, guilty but satisfied smiles on both of 
our faces." She smiled at the newfound memory. "I thought she was 
mad but she only looked at us seriously for a moment before asking 
why we didn't save any for her. | think the chocolate obsession runs 
in the family." The wistful smile on her face was noticed by Kristoff. 


"See? He does love you, you just forgot that." She looked at him 
exasperatedly. 


"One memory from nearly twenty years ago doesn't mean anything, 
Kristoff. | was so young back then, so innocent. My powers were 
weak and | had a little over them. Once they developed, | became 
dangerous. He couldn't have loved me then." 


"| refuse to believe that Elsa. There's got to be more there, 
something you're not remembering. Think." Elsa sighed as she 


decided to humor the ice harvester. Anew memory came forth. 


"Not long after Anna's accident..." 


An eight-year-old Elsa sat alone in her room, staring out the window. 
Since night had fallen, there wasn't much to see but she enjoyed the 
feeling of just looking out at the stars and the sleepy town below her. 
It was a time of quiet reflection, a time when she could just be alone 
with her thoughts. 


Muffled sounds from the hallway outside her bedroom drew her 
away from the window and she crept cautiously to the door, her 
curiosity peaked. 


" But Momma, why can't 1 say good night to Elsa?" That was Anna 
talking and upon hearing the sadness in her little sister's voice, 
Elsa's heart broke. She desperately wanted to go out there, grab the 
child, and hug her tight, but as she looked down at her hands and 
felt them start to grow cold, she remembered why she couldn't. Anna 
would be much safer if she just stayed right here. 


" Now Anna, I've already told you that your sister doesn't want any 
company right now. She's... not quite herself and we need to give 
her some space." 


" | just wanted to ask her if she wants to build a snowman." Elsa 
gasped at the familiar words, not sure if Anna truly knew what she 
was saying or if she was just speaking out of habit, drawing from 
some recently forgotten memory. Judging by the sudden silence, 
their mother seemed to be taken aback as well. 


" What? How could you build a snowman? It's the middle of 
summer." Elsa could just imagine her mother's shocked and 
confused face. 


"| don't know. It just sounded like something fun to do." Being so 
young, Anna's question could be written off as a mere child's fantasy, 


something she would likely forget in the morning. But to Elsa, those 
words struck a chord within her and she could feel the tears begin to 
fall. She let out a silent sob as she focused on the pair outside her 
door. 


" Oh Anna, | think you've stayed up late enough already. Come on, 
let's get you to bed." 


" But Momma..." 


" No ‘buts’, young lady. It's time to tuck you in." Elsa heard two sets 
of footsteps retreating and then a door quietly closing. She knew 
they had to have gone into Anna's bedroom, previously their shared 
room, and that after a story or two, the youngest princess would be 
fast asleep. She couldn't bring herself to move from her spot by the 
door, even when she heard the door open again and her mother's 
soft footsteps walk out. Those same footsteps paused by the door 
and Elsa worried that her mother would open the door and find her 
like this. 


Before she could scramble to her bed, her mother's gentle voice 
called to her. 


" Good night, little snowflake. Sweet dreams." Not expecting a 
response, she walked back down the hallway, likely on her way to 
her own slumber. 


Not sure if or how her mother knew she was there, Elsa continued to 
sit by the door, waiting for some time to pass. When she was positive 
that most of the castle was asleep, she quietly opened her door and 
looked both directions. Making sure that she was in the clear, she 
crept silently down the hall, pausing in front of her sister's door. 

Tears threatened to fall again and she steadied herself as she 
opened the door and walked in. 


This room seemed so much bigger now that she had moved out and 
Anna looked lonely sleeping in such a big place alone. Elsa tiptoed 
to the bed, not wanting to wake her sister for fear of discovery. As 


long as Anna never knew she was here, everything would be okay. 
She just had to look in on the younger girl. 


The littlest princess was fast asleep in the middle of her bed, the 
moonlight streaming in from the window casting an ethereal glow 
about her and Elsa was hard-pressed not to give herself up if only to 
throw her arms around her sister and wish her good night. But she 
knew she had to hold herself back; she wouldn't be able to bear it if 
she hurt her again. 


She remained standing at her sister's bedside for a long while, just 
watching her sleep. She didn't know how long she had been 
standing there but when she grew tired, she planted herself on the 
floor next to the bed and it wasn't long before her eyes closed as 
Sleep claimed her. 


It could have been minutes or hours later when she awoke as she 
felt herself being lifted up. She turned sleepy eyes upward and saw 
her father's tired face as he gently carried her out the door and back 
to her own room. Once he had placed her onto her bed and pulled 
the covers over her, he started to walk out when her voice stopped 
him. 


" Papa?" He turned and looked at the still half-asleep girl. 
" Yes Elsa?" 


" Do you... do you and Momma still love me after what | did? | mean, 
| know Anna does since she's only a little girl and she can't 
remember what happened, but do you?" Erik walked back over to 
her bedside and crouched down beside it so he was eye-level with 
her. 


" Sweetheart, | told you years ago that your mother and | would 
always love you, no matter what. That's still true, even now. | know 
you're scared and | know you're afraid of hurting someone again, 
especially Anna, but we'll be right here for you. We'll help you control 
it so you don't have to be afraid anymore. We love you, always have 


and always will. You are our little snowflake; nothing you could do 
will ever change that or the way we feel about you. Okay?" Elsa 
nodded and began to drift back to sleep, but not before feeling her 
father place a loving kiss on her cheek before he quietly walked out 
and shut the door behind him. 


"| can just barely remember the feel of that kiss and the soothing 
sound of my father's voice as he talked to me; that memory has 
been so clouded by the events that had preceded it, | guess | just 
always thought my mind was playing tricks on me." 


"You see, Elsa. You can deny it all you want, but your father did love 
you once upon atime and I'm willing to bet that he still does now. 
You just don't really want to see it." 


"Fine. He did love me, even after Anna's accident. But that was back 
when he thought he could help me control my powers. We tried for 
weeks to find something that would help me control them, but 
nothing worked. | think he finally just gave up and he decided it 
would be best if | just learned to conceal it. That's when he gave me 
my first pair of gloves." 


"Doesn't that tell you that he loved you? He tried to help you." 


"He did try to help me, but when he couldn't, he tried to hide away 
that part of me. As a young girl, | did what he said because | thought 
he was right, that he knew what was best for me and for everyone. 
But it just got to be too much..." 


"I'm scared. It's getting stronger." At twelve, Elsa's powers had 
grown considerably stronger and the little control she had managed 
to have when she was younger seemed to have vanished. Now she 
could barely go a day without random blasts of ice slipping through 
her fingers. Today seemed to be the worst day yet as she had 
accidentally frozen part of her door and the wall nearby. Her parents 
were there with her, attempting to help her. 


" Getting upset only makes it worse. Calm down." Her father's words, 
while they sounded helpful, did little to soothe her. She could only 
stare at her white-gloved fingers as she contemplated the power 
within them and how much destruction they could cause. She was 
too worked up and rattled to heed her father's words and she only 
grew more anxious when he stepped towards her, ostensibly to take 
her hands in his and squeeze them for comfort, something that had 
always seemed to help her when she was younger. Too scared of 
what might happen, she took a step back, pulling her hands closer to 
her. 


" No! Don't touch me! Please. | don't want to hurt you." She watched 
as her mother took a step closer to her father to place a loving hand 
on his back and the two of them looked at her, sadness and concern 
clearly shown on both of their faces. 


" But Elsa..." Erik stepped forward again and was disappointed as 
Elsa retreated once again, closer to the wall. 


" Just stay there. Please. There's no telling what | might do." This 
time, her parents remained where they were and watched as she 
looked fearfully at her hands. "| can't have you near me, not 
anymore. | don't know what could happen." 


" Elsa, we know you could never hurt us, no matter how strong your 
powers are getting. And we love you enough to be willing to try to 
help you." 


"| can't let you do that. | don't want anything to happen to you, not 
like what happened to Anna. | nearly lost my sister because of my 
powers. | practically have lost her now; | can't lose you too." Her 
parents watched as tears started to roll down her cheeks, wanting to 
reach out to her to comfort her but knowing that any move on their 
part would cause her to retreat even more. Finally, they gave in and 
made their way to leave. 


" If that's what you want, sweetheart. But please remember: we love 
you, just as we always have. Even if you don't think you can be near 


us, we'll always be willing to take that chance because we love you 
and want to help you. If you ever decide you want that help, we'll be 
here. All you have to do Is let us in." Elsa didn't move and Erik 
wondered if his words even got through to her. He could only hope 
that they had. They opened the door and with one last sad look at 
their distraught daughter, they left, their hearts breaking as they 
walked off. 


Elsa refused to come out of her room for the rest of the day and long 
after night fell, Erik decided to check up on her. Knocking gently on 
her door, he wasn't surprised when he didn't receive an answer. 


" Elsa? Are you awake? Are you all right?" Again, he received no 
response. Concerned, he opened the door quietly and peered into 
the inky darkness. He saw Elsa asleep in her bed, curled in on 
herself as if in pain. Seeing his daughter like this hurt him greatly but 
he didn't know what else he could do, what else he could say, that 
would help her. Sighing in defeat, he cautiously approached the bed. 
If Elsa knew he was there, she would panic; he couldn't have that 
right now. Looking closely at her, he spotted the tell-tale tracks of 
dried tears on her cheeks. She had probably cried herself to sleep, 
an action that seemed to be commonplace now. He wished he could 
take her pain away; no child should have to go through what she 
was. 


Reaching down, he gently brushed her platinum hair away from her 
eyes and caressed her cheek. She shifted a little and he stilled, 
hoping he wouldn't get caught. When she settled back down, he 
couldn't help but stare at her sadly. 


"Oh Elsa," he whispered, "I wish you would let us help you. We love 
you and when you hurt, we hurt. | know you're scared and | know 
that you wish feel like you have to shut yourself off from everyone 
you love in order to protect us. | only wish that | could convince you 
that we're right here with you, right here for you. We don't need you 
to protect us; we're your parents. We're the ones who are supposed 
to be protecting you." He let out a soft breath, his frustration leaving 
him as he looked upon her pale face. "| hope one day you'll finally 


realize that we love you, no matter what happens, no matter what 
you do. With powers or without, we could never love you any less. 
That's simply not possible. We love you too much for that to 
happen." He leaned down and kissed her softly on her forehead. " | 
love you, my little snowflake. | hope you still know that." 


He tiptoed quietly back out of the room and shut the door, unaware 
that fresh tears had begun to fall from a pair of icy blue eyes as she 
watched her father leave. 


"| love you too, Papa." 


"| almost thought | had dreamed that kiss." Elsa's eyes were watery 
as she reached up a hand to her forehead. She turned her eyes to 
her father. "Oh, Papa..." 


"Elsa," Kristoff reached out to her. "Your father loves you. You may 
have forgotten it for awhile but that feeling has always been there." 


"You're right." Elsa's voice was shaky. "| keep remembering all of the 
bad things that happened between us but none of the good. He 
never saw me as a monster. He loved me. He truly loved me. And | 
know | loved him. But," she turned to look back at Kristoff, "the 
question is do | love him now? Can | find it in my heart to forgive him 
and find that love again?" 


"Well, what do you feel in your heart?" 


Elsa closed her eyes and looked inwards, trying to find the warmth 
that she knew should be there. To her surprise, the coldness she had 
felt had all but vanished as the loving memories of her past 
resurfaced. She opened shocked eyes to Kristoff. 


"lL... | think | can feel it, Kristoff. | think | can finally forgive him." She 
looked back at her father. "These memories that I've rediscovered 
have shown me that whatever illusions | had about how much he 
truly cared for me have been wrong all of these years. Yes, we did 


have our issues but | think it was my own fear and insecurities that 
caused me to forget all of the good times. He tried his best, they both 
did, and | only pushed them away because / was scared of what 
might happen. They knew that | would never purposely hurt them. 
They weren't scared of me; | was scared of myself and what | could 
do to them. | let my own feelings overshadow what they truly felt for 
me. | don't have to forgive them ; | have to forgive myself ." 


Feeling more confident, Elsa approached her father again. Letting 
the warmth of the new realizations flow through her, she embraced 
him, just as she had when she was a child. Her cheek rested gently 
on his chest and she closed her eyes in concentration. A new 
memory suddenly came to mind as she was warmed from the inside 
out. 


"Do you have to go?" Elsa looked at her parents with worried eyes, 
pleading with them not to leave. At eighteen, her parents had 
decided that she was both responsible and prepared enough to rule 
the kingdom in their stead while they went on a short trip. It would be 
the first time she alone would be making decisions on behalf of their 
people. She was nervous about what could happen in their absence; 
she really didn't trust herself to be left alone with such an enormous 
responsibility on her shoulders. 


Her father only smiled encouragingly at her. "You'll be fine, Elsa." 
Beside him, her mother gave her a gentle smile, her face just as 
trusting. "We wouldn't be leaving you alone if we didn't think you'd do 
an exemplary job. You've proven yourself willing and capable in all of 
your studies and I've taught you as much as | could. There's not 
much more | can do to prepare you for this." 


"I'm just... scared." Erik and Anya's faces softened at their 
daughter's gentle admission. She hadn't yet quite learned how to 
control her powers, though she was getting better at it. They knew 
that her fear would likely make her even more nervous about 
standing in their place, but her worries were all for naught. They 
trusted her to do this and she needed to see that. 


" Elsa, we know what you're worried about and | assure you that 
you'll be fine. You will make a wonderful queen someday if you can 
only learn to trust yourself. You worry too much about what may 
happen; just relax and let your instincts take over. You can trust 
them. You've been preparing for this your entire life. You can do it. 
Besides, it will only be for two weeks. You may find that you've been 
enjoying yourself so much, you won't want us to return." He smiled 
cheekily at her and was pleased to see an amused glint in her eyes. 
"| expect to hear only good things when we return, okay?" She 
nodded her head. Erik reached out to pat her on the shoulder, the 
only form of contact she ever allowed them anymore, and she visibly 
flinched before she let that tender gesture calm her. 


As they turned and walked out the door, he turned his head around 
one last time to shout back at her. 


" Never forget, we love you and we always will." As he turned around 
and the doors started to shut, Erik smiled as he heard Elsa's voice 
behind them. 


"| love you too, Papa. Always." 


As she hugged her father, that last memory played itself out in front 
of her eyes and she felt the warmth surge through her. The dam had 
finally burst and all of the pent-up love she had harbored towards her 
parents, feelings she was sure had long since vanished, came 
rushing forth, stronger than she had ever suspected. She let the love 
flow through her and into the frozen statue she was embracing. Her 
memories of doing this with Anna not so long ago gave her the 
strength to hold on and let the warmth settle in. A few loose tears 
escaped but she ignored them. She let her eyes close as she 
focused on love, willing the ice to thaw. 


Finally using up all of her strength, she found that she couldn't hold 
herself up anymore and started to collapse in exhaustion. 


A pair of arms quickly encircled her waist to hold her up. But it wasn't 
the muscular pair that she associated with Kristoff, which she had 
expected. Instead, she found herself held upright by soft, strong 
arms that were strangely familiar and sorely missed. Willing herself 
to look up, her teary eyes widened in shock. 


"Papa?" His warm brown eyes looked at her lovingly, his grin wide. 


"My little snowflake." 


Little Snowflake Lost 


a.n. Well, here is the final chapter of Frozen Ever After . | hope 
you all enjoyed reading it as much as | enjoyed writing it. There 
will be one more update, an Epilogue, posted in about two 
weeks so all of you dear readers can look forward to that. This 
chapter is pretty substantial and | hope it has the resolution all 
of you were waiting for. Please read, review, and enjoy! | 
certainly look forward to reading your thoughts/comments! 


Chapter 15: Little Snowflake Lost... And Found 


Kristoff stepped back as he watched Elsa grasp the frozen figure of 
her father. From what he could see from his position, Elsa seemed 
more relaxed, more centered, as she embraced her father this time. 
Her recovered memories seemed to have done the trick as she was 
finally able to recall all the good times she had had with her father. 
He knew that there still had to be love there somewhere, buried 
beneath all of the hurt and sadness. From the little time he had spent 
with Erik, he had come to realize that there was nothing the man 
wouldn't do for his family. His love for his wife and daughters knew 
no bounds and despite what Elsa remembered, Kristoff knew that 
there had to be more to his actions in the past than what her own 
memories recollected. Hopefully, the two of them would get that 
chance to reconcile and talk. They needed that. For now, he could 
only stand there and watch as Elsa finally summoned all of those 
long-dormant emotions she had nearly forgotten to thaw her father 
and bring him back to her. He really hoped that it would work this 
time. It just had to. 


Soon he was rewarded with a warm glow coming from Elsa's 
direction. He watched amazed as the ice began to thaw slowly, 
gradually releasing the person inside. Like what had happened with 
Anna, the warmth started from his heart and moved outward until 
every last finger, toe, and hair was released from its icy prison. In 


awe at what he was witnessing, Kristoff didn't notice as Elsa started 
to fall, her strength finally giving out as exhaustion set it. He 
scrambled to catch her before she could hit the floor but stopped 
abruptly as someone else beat him to it. Erik's arms, no longer the 
frozen things they had been only moments ago, had encircled Elsa's 
tiny waist to stop her descent. He could tell that Elsa was confused, 
perhaps even startled, at the action and he wisely decided not to 
intrude on this tender moment, knowing that they needed some 
uninterrupted time alone. Stepping back so he was just inside the 
doorway, he watched, trying not to be too obtrusive but available 
should either of them need him. 


Erik smiled down at his daughter as he held her in his arms. He had 
sorely missed this feeling; being able to hold his daughter again, or 
even to touch her with no hesitation or fear in her eyes, was a dream 
come true. He always regretted not trying harder to show Elsa she 
had nothing to fear from them when she had pushed them away all 
of those years ago. He couldn't imagine anything better than what he 
was feeling now. He wanted to savor it as long as he could, not quite 
sure if it was only a momentary lapse in her usually cooler demeanor 
due to overwhelming emotion or a true, unfettered response. Either 
way, it didn't really matter; he just wanted to hold on to her and never 
let her go. 


When she looked up at him, her eyes wide and wet with tears, he 
rejoiced that he could once again see that little girl that had loved 
him with her whole heart, the little girl that he had never stopped 
loving, in spite of whatever hard times had come between them. 


"Papa?" Her voice, wavering with emotion, was sweet in his ears 
and he could do nothing but look at her warmly, showing her all of 
the love that he harbored for her, love that had never left, no matter 
what had come between them over the years. 


"My little snowflake." His special name for her. It had been a long 
time since he had called her that and though she was much older, 
likely too old for such whimsically childish things, it still seemed 


appropriate somehow. No matter what happened, she would always 
be his little girl. His sweet Elsa. His little snowflake. Now, more than 
ever, he wanted to remind her of that fact. 


It was only moments later when Elsa finally pulled away. Erik was 
reluctant to let her; who knew if he would ever be able to hold her 
like this again. Yet, Knowing how flighty his daughter was, he didn't 
want to push her too much in fear of pushing her away for good 
again. He still refused to lose contact, however, so he moved his 
hands up to place them on her shoulders. He was glad that she 
didn't shrug them off as she would have done not long ago. Perhaps 
this would all work out. As he looked at her pale face and tear- 
stained eyes, he felt the need to say something. "Thank you, Elsa." 


She seemed surprised at his words. "Thank you'? Why? | froze you 
and | didn't know if | would be able to unfreeze you. | was afraid that 
you would be stuck like that forever and it would all be my fault. | 
thought | kil... | thought you would never be able to come back. | 
tried to do what | did with Anna, but it wasn't working. | couldn't... | 
couldn't find it in my heart to forgive you because | couldn't... love 
you. | didn't think you had ever loved me." Erik could feel her 
trembling beneath his hands and he quickly pulled her back to him 
and hugged her tightly. He had known that it would be hard for her to 
forgive him after everything that had transpired and he was glad that 
she could find it inside of her to do so. It had to have been hard for 
her and he was relieved that despite everything, she hadn't 
completely forgotten her love for him or his for her. He knew that 
while they were on the right track to finding their way back to each 
other, they still had plenty more to talk about and a lot of issues that 
still needed to be worked through. He took solace in the fact that she 
seemed willing to hear him out as they worked through their 
problems to resolve their dysfunction. That, at least, was a very good 
start. 


Father and daughter remained in that tender moment for a few 
moments and Erik was almost disappointed when she pulled away 
from him again. She still had tears in her eyes and her smile was 


guarded but Erik thought it was still one of the most beautiful sights 
he'd ever seen. He grinned tenderly back at her and reached up to 
cup her face. He could see the fear-like hesitation in her eyes and he 
paused briefly as he waited for some sign from her that told him it 
would be all right. Her smile got brighter and, smiling back, he 
brought his right hand up to brush her bangs aside while his left 
thumb helped to dry her tears. He felt near tears himself as he 
watched her lean her head into his hand, seeking comfort from his 
gesture. "Don't cry, little snowflake. Everything's fine. I'm here. You 
brought me back. You saved me. Nothing else matters but that. We 
have a lot to talk about, but for now, | think we're in a better place, 
aren't we?" At her nod, he continued. "Perhaps we should get out of 
here, hmmm?" We can talk on the way back to Arendelle." Elsa 
nodded again and Erik helped her to stand, wrapping one arm 
loosely around her tiny waist. He watched as Kristoff came over to 
offer his assistance, which he gratefully accepted. Both of them 
helped to steady Elsa as she still trembled lightly while she stood. 
Unconsciously, Elsa had tightened her grip on her father's arm, 
something that he noticed immediately. He smiled at her unknowing 
gesture. The fact that she felt she could rely on him for support, 
whether or not she knew what she was doing, spoke volumes as to 
how far they had come in repairing their fractured relationship. 


Once everyone was steady and back on their feet, Erik spoke up so 
both of his companions could hear. 


"Let's get back to Arendelle. I'm sure Anna and your mother have 
both been wondering where we are and why we haven't yet 
returned." They both nodded and started to make their way out of the 
room, Elsa's hand still clutching her father. When she suddenly 
stopped, Erik turned worried eyes towards her. "Elsa?" His question 
drew the attention of Kristoff and the mountain man turned around to 
face them, his eyes curious. "Is something wrong?" 


The snow queen gently shook her head and looked around the room 
before returning her eyes to her father. "No. | just... can you give me 
a few minutes alone here? Please? | need to... just be alone for a 


little bit." Erik was hesitant to acquiesce to her request, knowing that 
Elsa tended to close in on herself and shut everyone else out when 
she was left by herself for too long. Yet there was something about 
the look in her eyes now that told him he had nothing to worry about. 
She seemed to have some newfound trust in him. It was time that he 
showed her that he felt the same for her. He smiled kindly at her. 


"Sure, sweetheart." He dropped a kiss to her forehead and released 
his arm from around her waist as he gently pried the other one out of 
her grip. "We'll wait downstairs for you. Just come down whenever 
you're ready. We won't go anywhere. We won't leave you. Ever." 
Elsa nodded gratefully and watched as he walked over to Kristoff. 
With one last look, the two of them headed out the door. 


Once she was alone, Elsa took her chance to survey the room. After 
everything that had happened here, first with Anna, then the attack 
upon her, and now with her father, this room had seen more than its 
fair share of sadness. It, like the rest of her palace, had been sullied 
by bad memories, memories that had prevented her from returning 
until now. She had longed for months to come back, but she didn't 
think she could face those painful memories again. Only the powerful 
emotions that had emerged with her parents’ return could force her 
to come back. Now that she was here, she didn't really want to 
leave. She never knew when she would get the chance to come 
back, though if all went according to plan, her next visit might be 
sooner rather than later. The heavy feeling she had felt when she 
had arrived here yesterday seemed to have disappeared and she 
was suddenly feeling lighter, much lighter than she had ever felt 
before. It was like a breath of cool, fresh air and she was practically 
giddy with excitement at what that meant. This place could be 
beautiful again. It could be a haven, a home away from home, a 
place to make new, wonderful memories with her loved ones. With 
the reconciliation between her father and herself now possible and 
the painful memories of the past no longer haunting her, perhaps it 
was time that this place was restored to its splendid beauty and 
grandeur once again. With a smile on her face, Elsa let her powers 
free, crafting and creating. She had the perfect design in mind and 


couldn't wait until a special set of surprised eyes looked upon it for 
the first time. 


It couldn't have been more than ten minutes later when Elsa finally 
let her hands drop, looking around her happily. Once the snow and 
wind had died down, she let a satisfied smile make its way onto her 
face as she scrutinized and critically eyed every detail in the room. 
Calmly, she purposefully made her way out. As the doors closed 
behind her, she spared one last glance back and grinned. 


True to their word, Erik and Kristoff waited patiently at the bottom of 
the grand staircase for Elsa to make her appearance. While both of 
them felt considerably more at ease about the situation now than 
they had when they had first arrived barely two hours ago, they were 
still slightly curious about what Elsa could be doing alone up there. 
But they were both determined to not interfere as they got the 
impression that whatever it was she was doing, she needed to do it 
before she could return home. They tried to pass the time with small 
talk, but it was hard when they were both still worried about Elsa. 
They finally had to content themselves with silence as they waited. 
The two of them breathed sighs of relief when they noticed Elsa 
descend towards them. Her weariness was evident in her tired eyes 
and careful steps, but she still carried herself with all of the grace of 
a queen. She smiled at them to indicate that all was well and they 
couldn't help but to smile back. 


When she finally reached them, they prepared themselves in case 
she needed their help but she waved off their concerns. "I'm fine. 
Everything's as it should be. In fact, it's even better. Are we ready to 
go?" Her cryptic words warranted question, but the two men wisely 
held their tongues as they made their way to the entrance. Kristoff 
was surprised when Elsa laid a gentle hand on his shoulder and he 
turned towards her with wide eyes. 


"Wha..." 


Her bright smile interrupted his train of thought and her eyes had a 
hint of amusement in them. "Don't worry Kristoff. She'll love it." 
Realization dawned in his features and he smiled and nodded, his 
blonde bangs falling in front of his eyes. Elsa thought it gave him the 
look of an eager young child and she couldn't help the giggle that 
came out. Kristoff blushed sheepishly and when Erik turned towards 
them from the doorway, he couldn't help but smile at their childish 
antics. It had been a long time since he had seen Elsa that happy 
and relaxed and it was a sight he hoped he'd never grow tired of. He 
felt hopeful that maybe they could work everything out and be a 
happy family once again. Together, the three of them walked out the 
doors and into the midday sun, happy and content. 


The first part of their journey back was silent as the three of them all 
thought about what had happened. Kristoff sat alone in the front as 
he drove the sleigh back to Arendelle. He knew that Elsa and her 
father, both of them sitting in the back, needed to talk things out 
some more. While the bulk of their issues had been resolved, he was 
sure there was still quite a bit for them to get out in the open. He 
would give them all of the privacy he could and concentrated on the 
road in front of him, eager to return home. 


Reclining in the back of the sleigh, Elsa and her father looked at 
each other in awkward silence. The father and daughter duo each 
knew they had to say something but neither one wanted to upset the 
easy truce they seemed to have come to. Their re-established 
relationship was still fragile. One wrong word and the precarious 
position they were in could crumble, taking away all the progress 
they had made. With still a few hours to go before they reached 
Arendelle, it was inevitable that words would be exchanged. 


Shifting slightly, Elsa opened her mouth to speak, her words so 
quiet, Erik could hardly hear her. "Were you ever scared of me, of 
what | could do?" Startled at both her question and the sudden end 
to their silence, Erik could only look at Elsa as he gathered the words 
he wanted to say. 


"Maybe a little." At her crestfallen look, Erik quickly elaborated. "It's 
not what you think, Elsa. You see, you were born with your powers 
and your mother and | didn't know what to think about it. We didn't 
know where that power had come from or why you had it and we 
were worried about what it could do to you. When you were little, it 
was easier for you to control yourself. You could barely form more 
than a couple of snowflakes at a time without tiring yourself out. As 
you grew, your powers did too and we watched as you struggled 
more and more in trying to control them. Even as a toddler, we could 
see that someday, all of that power could prove to be too much for 
you. And for that, we were scared." Elsa looked at him curiously. 
"You were such a sweet little thing. Innocent and pure; you never 
could hurt anyone, even if you tried. But, as you struggled with 
controlling your powers, your mother and | were worried that if there 
did come that day where all of that power got to be too much for you, 
you could be hurt. Our worst fear was not that you would hurt others 
but that your power might cause them to hurt you ." 


Elsa gasped at her father's words. Not once in her twenty-two years 
had she imagined that her parents would be afraid for her and not 
ofher. She had always imagined that her self-imposed isolation was 
due to fear of her powers and that at any moment, those powers 
would become too much and do something horrible. That was 
always her greatest fear and it was that fear that had caused her 
childhood memories to become so hazy and confused. Her young, 
fear-addled mind had refused to realize anything other than the awful 
conclusions she had jumped to. Her fear for her parents, and their 
presumed fear of her, had caused her all those years of terrible 
loneliness. For that she only had herself to blame. 


She sniffed and Erik could see that fresh tears were about to fall. 
Scooting close enough that he could wrap a protective arm around 
her, Erik just sat there and rocked her, not minding the wetness he 
was soon feeling on his shoulder. 


"Shh... it's okay Elsa." 


"Y... you weren't scared of me. You were scared of everyone else. 
You were only trying to protect me..." 


"Of course we were. You are our daughter and we love you, no 
matter what. Just because you had powers didn't mean we would 
love you any less. Perhaps we treated you a bit differently, maybe 
even unfairly, but that was only because we felt we had to protect 
you from all those who wouldn't understand. We didn't know what 
others would do if they knew about what you could do. Rather than 
face that any unpleasant possibilities, we felt it was best if no one 
knew the true extent of your powers. People questioned us 
constantly, wondering why we hid you away. We couldn't tell anyone, 
not if we wanted to keep you safe. We worried about that, about you, 
constantly. Maybe we worried too much, so much so that you got the 
impression that it was you that we feared. For that, I'm truly sorry." 


Elsa could hear the genuine remorse and regret in his voice and her 
own voice choked up as she spoke. "Oh, Papa. /’‘m sorry. For 
everything. If | could have only remembered all of my wonderful 
memories of you and Momma, none of his would have happened. All 
those years when | was afraid to touch you, to love you... all those 
years were wasted on my own fears and insecurities. You were only 
trying to help me. | see that now. You always loved me. | guess | just 
forgot that. | hope you can forgive me." 


"Elsa, there's nothing | need to forgive you for. You were a scared, 
confused little girl and our actions, though noble, really did nothing to 
help you through that. We should have tried harder help you, to 
listen to you. We always hoped that one day you would be able to 
forgive us for all of our mistakes. We've always loved you; we only 
wanted to protect you and keep you safe. | hope you know that." 


"| do know that, Papa. And | do... | do forgive you. We made 
mistakes. You and Momma and me. All of those mistakes only led to 
fear and misunderstandings. On all our parts. We wasted what could 
have been happy years together because not one of us could find 
the words or the courage to work things out. We were all too scared 
or preoccupied with our own struggles and fears. | don't have to 


apologize for that and neither do you." She looked at her father 
seriously, all the grace and strength of a queen shining through. "The 
past is in the past. We can't run from it anymore. We will learn from it 
and grow stronger and closer together than ever before." 


Erik shook his head, marveled at his daughter's strength and 
courage. "Elsa, you truly are a wonderful queen. Your mother and | 
are so proud of the young woman you have become." Elsa looked at 
him, her queenly mask replaced by that of a proud daughter. "You're 
right. We can't change the past, but we will use it to grow stronger as 
a family, to overcome whatever obstacles are thrown our way." He 
smiled brightly at her. "I love you Elsa, no matter what. Now, always, 
and forever." 


"| love you too, Papa. Forever." Father and daughter embraced and 
relaxed in the wooden sleigh as they journeyed back to Arendelle, 
both of their hearts lighter and happier than they could ever 
remember. 


"Do you think they'll be back soon?" Anna fidgeted nervously as she 
paced back and forth in Elsa's study. Anya watched her youngest 
daughter. If the situation wasn't so serious and her daughter hadn't 
been so worried, she would have found humor in it. As it was, she 
knew that it would likely be at least a few more hours, if not days, 
until Kristoff and her husband returned, hopefully bringing Elsa back 
with them. She wasn't expecting the reconciliation between father 
and daughter to happen quickly. Elsa was in pain and it would take 
her a long time to deal with that pain. She was worried for both of 
them and could only hope that they would be back soon. At the 
moment, she focused her attention on Anna. 


"Calm down, dear. Pacing and worrying like that will not get them 
back any faster. | know your father and he'll do whatever it takes to 
bring Elsa home. They won't return empty-handed. Trust me on this." 
Anya could see Anna relax a little, though tension was still evident in 
her stance. She needed something else to take her mind off of the 
current situation. "Anna," she spoke softly but it was enough to get 


her daughter's attention and the redhead turned towards her mother 
as she finally stopped pacing. "Why don't you come back over here 
and we can go over some more wedding plans?" Anya's smile was 
sincere and she watched happily as the tension seemed to drain 
from the young girl. Anna had always had a one-track mind, even as 
a little girl. Once she set her mind to something, there were very few 
things that could sway her away, as both of her parents found out 
often enough. Chocolate and Elsa seemed to be the only two items 
on the ‘list of things to distract Anna’ that would always work. Anya 
quickly discovered that Kristoff and wedding plans could both be 
added to that list as well, which currently worked to her advantage. 


Anna walked over to her mother, slightly mollified at her suggestion, 
and, sitting down at Elsa's large desk, she began gathering up some 
of the many papers strewn about. She looked up sheepishly and 
sighed. "You're right. | shouldn't be so worried. They'll be fine. Elsa 
will come back and she won't ever leave me again, right?" Anya 
didn't know whether or not to answer her daughter's question and 
instead chose to reach over and place a soft hand on Anna's. The 
younger woman looked up and tried to smile gratefully. "I get it. I'm 
babbling again. | do that when I'm nervous, as you clearly know. 
Sorry." Anya only smiled back, amused at her daughter's antics. 
"Okay, where were we?" 


"| believe you were trying to decide the guest list." 


"Right. | would like Kai and Gerda to both attend and some of the 
other staff as well. | would love to invite the trolls and | Know Kristoff 
would really appreciate it, but | don't think that's such a good idea. It 
is kind of a long distance for them to travel and | would want all them 
to be present since they are all part of Kristoff's family. | think it will 
be too much for them, especially for Pabbie. Perhaps Kristoff and | 
could visit them and try to involve them somehow..." She trailed off 
as her mind wandered away from the task at hand. She quickly 
regained her senses and looked to her mother. "Sorry. Uh, let's 
see... oh, of course Sven and Olaf will have to be there. | could 
never leave them out. And you and Papa will be attending, right?" 


"Sweetheart, we wouldn't miss your wedding for anything. We are 
just grateful that we are even here to be able to come." 


"Me too." Anna's voice was sincere as she looked back to her notes. 
"| know Elsa was kind of hoping that | would invite representatives 
from some of the other kingdoms to help reinforce our good relations 
with them, but | really don't want a big wedding. | was hoping for a 
smaller affair. | know Kristoff would prefer that; he hates crowds and 
fuss and being the center of attention. He had a hard enough time 
when we had our engagement ball. | can't imagine what such a large 
extravagant wedding will do to him." 


"How about you just deal with what you want and I'll help with the 
rest. You make the guest list as small and as intimate as you like and 
I'll deal with the more diplomatic side of things. You have enough to 
deal with with this wedding as it is without adding any more stress to 
it." She smiled. "Besides | have managed to plan a formal function or 
two in my day, weddings included. Who do you think planned my 
own?" The two shared a happy smile and went back to work, Anya 
thankful that Anna's mind was finally focused on something else. 


They were so involved with discussions and planning that they didn't 
even notice that a few hours had passed until a knock was heard on 
the study's door. Momentarily startled, Anya was the first to come to 
her senses. "Yes?" A servant's confused voice answered. 


"Princess Anna? Ma'am, Sir Kristoff has returned. And... so has the 
queen." 


At those words, Anna leapt out of her chair as she ran to open the 
door. 


"Elsa's back?" She practically shouted those words and startled the 
man on the other side of the door. The servant stared at her 
openmouthed for a moment before he nodded, too shocked for 
words. With Anna's big eyes staring intently at him, urging him for 
more information, he continued. 


"Yes. She's waiting for you in the sitting room." As quickly as he 
could, he turned on his heel and dashed as inconspicuously as he 
could back down the hall, much to the amusement and confusion of 
the two women. 


"What was that about?" Anna muttered as she watched him retreat. 


"| think you scared him, Anna." She turned around to look at her 
mother, confused. Anya elaborated, amused. "I don't think he was 
expecting you to jump at him like that." 


"| didn't mean to; | just was excited that Elsa's finally back." 


"| know you are dear, and I'm glad that she came back too. And so 
soon. But remember: no one here but the two of us even knew that 
Elsa has been gone since last night. I'm sure he was just confused 
as to why she suddenly appeared when, for all intents and purposes, 
she was in the castle the entire time. He was probably just surprised 
to see her and for you to scare him like that... it was probably a little 
too much." 


"Oh. | didn't even think of that." Anna seemed remorseful. "I'll find 
him later to apologize. Let's go see Elsa!" Laughing, Anya could only 
shake her head as Anna nearly charged down the hall, her mother 
following close behind. 


When they made it to the sitting room, Anna couldn't contain her 
excitement and burst in. She took in the scene before her: her father 
and Elsa were sitting on the sofa, next to one another, sipping tea 
and talking, calmly, to one another. There seemed to be no hint of 
the animosity and tears that she had seen from Elsa just yesterday 
and her father seemed much happier than he had been only a day 
ago. Kristoff was seated in a chair near the doorway, a smile on his 
face as he listened to their conversation. 


The sound of the door slamming, and Anna's sudden appearance, 
caused the three of them to turn to look at her. Erik and Kristoff 


seemed to be the most startled and could only stare at her with wide 
eyes. Elsa, however, looked at her sister fondly and stood up, a 
loving smile on her face. 


"Hello, Anna. It's good to see you.” 


"Elsa?" Seeing her sister there in front of her eyes, Anna couldn't 
help but just stare at her, happy tears threatening to fall. Making a 
move, she walked over to Elsa and pulled her into a hug. The older 
sister accepted the embrace and hugged her back just as fiercely. 


When they finally pulled apart, Elsa was surprised to see not only 
tears in her sister's eyes but a hint of anger. 


"Anna? What's wrong?" 


"How could you do that again Elsa? How could you run away again? 
You know | don't like it when you do that! | thought you were through 
with that, with all of the running and the hiding! | thought you could 
trust me and that you would come to me if you had any problems! 
Was | wrong? Why did you do it?" 


"Oh Anna." She hated seeing her sister upset. She always had been. 
It was even worse when she was the reason for it. "It wasn't you, 
really. | just... needed some space and some time to myself to sort 
through everything. Believe me when | say that even that little talk 
we had helped me in some way. There were just too many emotions 
that | had to figure out and | didn't want to do it anywhere where | 
could accidentally cause some damage or freeze someone." She 
spared a quick glance to her father before looking back at Anna. "| 
am sorry for leaving you again, but | had to do this by myself. You 
know | love you and as much as | wished you could have helped me, 
this was something | had to do on my own. You understand that, 
don't you?" 


Elsa's voice was nearly pleading and as angry as she may have 
been at her sister, she couldn't stay mad at her for long. All day she 
had worried about what was happening and why her sister had left 


again. She worried that it was something she did, again, but her 
mother, and Elsa's note, had managed to convince her otherwise. 
Elsa had grown used to resolving her problems on her own and 
while the two of them had made great strides towards being able to 
lean on and rely on each other in times of crises, she came to realize 
that her sister still had some problems opening up to others and 
allowing herself to be supported by others. Seeing her sister now, it 
looked like that whatever issues she had had, she had managed to 
resolve. She knew that Elsa had made the right decision to leave, as 
much as it hurt her to admit that to herself. 


She smiled. "| do understand, Elsa. Really. Just tell me one thing... 
did you sort through everything now? Are you feeling better?" Elsa 
stepped back slightly from her sister and looked around the room. 
She caught her father's eye and smiled at him as he did the same. 
Her eyes soon found her mother, who looked nervous. She smiled 
reassuringly at her and vowed silently to herself that she would try 
her hardest to repair their relationship as well. Kristoff was next and 
he shuffled back and forth on his feet and stood as awkwardly as he 
usually did when he was unsure of what to do. She could only shake 
her head at him before she finally turned her eyes back towards her 
sister. 


"I'm great, Anna. | couldn't be better. Truly." Anna looked seriously at 
her to reassure herself that Elsa was telling the truth. Satisfied, she 
smiled brightly. 


"Good. I'm glad. And please don't run away again, okay?" 


"Okay, little sister. | won't. | promise." They hugged each other again, 
but the moment was interrupted by a slight rumbling noise. The two 
broke apart and Anna looked down before she smiled back up at her 
sister sheepishly. 


"Uhh... | guess | am a little hungry. I've been so busy and 
preoccupied all day that | guess | just forgot what time it is. It's 
probably nearly time for dinner by now." Elsa smirked knowingly. 


"Of course you are. Well, you're in luck. Just before you walked in, | 
was informed that dinner would be ready soon. Perhaps we should 
all make our way to the dining room. Maybe we can all finally have 
that family dinner together." She was answered by another rumble. 
This time, Anna turned to look behind her and Elsa caught the 
reddish tint of Kristoff's cheeks as he looked down. Anna walked 
over to her fiancée and placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder 
and leaned up to place a kiss on his cheek. He looked sheepishly at 
her and she smiled gently back 


"| believe I'm not the only one who's had a long day. It sounds more 
than one of us could use something to eat. What do you Say, 
Kristoff?" Still too embarrassed to speak, the ice harvester could only 
nod. "Okay then. Shall we?" She held out her arm to Kristoff and, 
being a gentleman, he briefly forgot his discomfiture and allowed her 
to wrap her arm around his. Elsa walked up to the two of them and 
patted the young man on the back. Faint and nearly undetectable, a 
third, quieter rumble was heard. Elsa blushed and both girls looked 
up at the mountain man and giggled. Their infectious laughter got to 
him and he couldn't help but to join in on their merriment. 


Erik walked over to his wife and placed a hand on her shoulder. She 
smiled up at him, her smile bright and her eyes shining with 
happiness. They watched the three young adults smile and laugh at 
something inaudible to the two of them but it didn't matter. To see 
both of their daughters again, and their unexpected future son-in-law, 
all happy and full of life... it was a sight they would cherish forever. 
They could only follow behind the trio as all five of them left the 
sitting room and headed to the dining room. Neither Erik nor Anya 
could stop marveling at the many twists and turns their lives had 
taken recently to have them end up back here with their growing 
family, joyous, excited, loving, and whole once more. 


Epilogue 
Epilogue 
One year later... 


Summer in Arendelle had always been a busy time. With the warmer 
weather and longer days of the season upon them, foreign 
merchants and tradespersons flocked to the many stalls and shops 
scattered throughout the marketplace to exchange their own goods 
and wares while sampling all that the town had to offer. The 
marketplace and town square were kaleidoscopes of colors and 
sounds and smells as people of all sorts congregated in 
conversation and joviality and celebration. 


Traditionally, this time of year had merely been seen as a time of 
increased trade, outdoor activities, and more hustle and bustle in the 
town. It was only recently that it had morphed into a season of 
celebrations and festivities. The summer-long celebration kicked off 
with the queen's birthday, with the anniversary of her coronation, as 
well as those of both the Eternal Winter (more a solemn time for 
reflection and remembrance than anything) and the Great Thaw, 
soon following. Last year, the kingdom had added a few more events 
to the calendar of festivities, with the princess's engagement and ball 
and the sudden unexpected return of King Erik and Queen Anya 
being cause for even more celebration. Arendelle summers quickly 
became renown among their allies for their festivities and soon 
travelers from all over flocked to their shores to partake in the 
celebratory atmosphere. 


Today, the town was festooned with streamers of white and gold set 
alongside the green and purple banners of the Arendellian crest. 
Flowers, mostly in hues of blue and white, dotted nooks and 
crannies all over town and graced many of the stalls and doorways 
of the shops. Even the townspeople were dressed in their finest 
attire as they excitedly made their way towards the castle's 


courtyard. The usual hustle and bustle that normally filled the air with 
excitement and joy was today brimming with anticipation, the kind of 
which hadn't been seen in two years. Even last year's engagement 
ball paled in comparison to the celebration that would soon be taking 
place. Citizens from all around town congregated joyfully, anxiously 
awaiting the proclamation that would come in just a few hours' time. 
Visiting dignitaries, many of whom weaved their way through the 
crowd to make their way inside the castle were caught up in the 
festive mood as a few of them mingled amongst the populace, 
waiting with baited breath. 


Outside the castle, the atmosphere radiated with impatience and 
excitement. Inside the castle, however, it was a slightly different 
story. 


"No, no, no, this cannot be happening. Not today!" Anna stared at 
herself in the mirror as she tried to tuck an unruly curl back into 
place. The defiant lock had escaped from the tight confines of the 
bun her hair had been swept into. That single tendril was refusing to 
cooperate with her, in spite of her best efforts. No matter how much 
she tugged and pulled at it, she couldn't get it to stay in place. Giving 
up, she let out a frustrated sigh and stared at herself in the mirror. 
"Fine, you win. | give up. Just stay there. | don't care. You're only 
going to ruin the most important day of my life." 


"Are you talking to yourself again?" Anna whipped around as Elsa 
walked in an amused smile on her face. "If you're not careful, people 
are bound to believe you're crazy. What will Kristoff think?" 


"Pfft... he already knows I'm weird and he loves it. Besides, it's 
called being quirky, not crazy." Anna teased her sister and fora 
moment she managed to forget the stress and pressures she was 
under. She looked at herself in the mirror again and sighed as she 
reached up to tuck the errant curl back into place, watching with a 
frown on her face as it refused to stay in place. 


Elsa watched her sister with some amusement. She knew Anna was 
stressed, probably more than she should be and taking pity on her 
baby sister, she stepped up to help. "Here... let me try." Turning 
Anna around to face her, the snow queen thoughtfully gathered up 
the stray curl. Gently, she pulled the curl back and with a slight twist 
of her hand, she put it back into place. Smiling at her handiwork, she 
turned Anna back around. "There. What do you think?" When she 
saw herself in the mirror, Anna gasped. Just above and behind her 
right ear, where the rebellious strand of hair had been, Elsa had 
fashioned an ice hair clip that glittered and sparkled in the light. The 
snowflake design gleamed no matter which way she turned her head 
and the translucent ice added an extra sense of beauty. It was 
perfect and she couldn't help the tears that come forth. 


"Oh, Elsa! It's beautiful! It's perfect! Thank you!" Elsa smiled. 


"You don't have to thank me, Anna. | just want you to look as 
beautiful as possible today. It's your big day and you deserve all the 
beauty and happiness in the world. And | Know Kristoff will love it 
too." 


"It is ice after all. How could he not?" The two sisters shared a laugh 
at the groom's expense when Anna finally sobered. 


"What's wrong?" 


"I'm just a little nervous, | guess. | mean this is a big step, the big 
step and | just want everything to go smoothly." 


"Of course you are Anna. It is your wedding day after all. It's only 
natural to feel this way. Everything will be fine. You'll go out there, 
walk down the aisle, say a few words, cry, and before you know it, 
you'll be married and causing problems for you new husband for the 
rest of your lives." The sisters shared another laugh but Elsa saw 
that there looked like there was something else on the younger 
woman's mind. "Anna?" 


"I'm just worried that maybe this is all a mistake, that maybe I'm only 
thinking it's true love. How do | know what true love is? | thought it 
happened once. Look how that turned out." She grew eerily silent as 
the image of a certain red head with cold eyes and an evil smirk 
flitted through her mind. She shivered and a gentle arm automatically 
wrapped itself around her shoulders. She looked into the icy blue 
eyes of her sister. 


"Anna, you're just scared. Stop doubting yourself. You are an 
intelligent woman and are more than capable of making smart 
decisions. You've grown up a lot in the last two years; you've /earned 
a lot in the last two years. | Know you're ready for this. Do you really 
think | would have told Kristoff 'no' when he asked permission to 
marry you? You know | would have had no problem refusing his 
request if | felt | needed to. What you two have is the real thing. | 
may not have found my true love, but | know that you have. This is 
the real thing. | Know it and so do you. Don't be afraid of your happily 
ever after." Anna still didn't look convinced. "Look at me, Anna." The 
red head looked up at her sister. "Do you remember that first winter 
you two were together when you got really sick?" She nodded. 
"Kristoff wouldn't leave your side. He refused to be anywhere but at 
your bedside for those entire three weeks. | practically had to drag 
him out of your room so he could take care of himself. When you 
finally recovered, | don't think | had ever seen him so ecstatic. And 
what about last summer when he went on the first ice harvesting trip 
of the season?" Anna choked up as she remembered the events her 
sister was relating to her. "When we got word that he had fallen 
through the ice, | don't think | had ever seen you look so scared. You 
rushed out of here and demanded to be taken to him. | was just as 
scared as you when he was brought in. | knew that if he didn't make 
it, it would devastate you. When he managed to pull through, | felt as 
relieved as you and | knew that you two would be able to make it 
through everything. | don't think there is a truer love than that. Take 
this chance at happiness. You deserve it." 


"She's right, sweetheart. This is your chance at true happiness. Don't 
let your fear and doubts stop you from that." The two sisters turned 


together to the doorway as their mother walked in, her eyes shining 
with happiness. "When | see Kristoff look at you, | see nothing but 
love and devotion. | see the same thing when you look at him. That's 
the look of true love. He's just as devoted to you as you are to him 
and | truly believe that neither one of you would even dare to do 
anything that would hurt the other. You wouldn't be able to stand it if 
that happened. The two of you would do anything for each other. 
That's true love." Anya approached her daughters and smiled 
brightly at Anna. "The two of you will live long and happily with one 
another. You'll definitely have your share of fights and hardships, 
that's a given; every marriage does. It will hurt but you will always 
make up and find your way back to one another because you truly 
love each other." She wiped away the tears in her daughter's eyes 
and grinned. "Now, let's finish getting you ready. You've got a 
wedding to get to." 


Anna sniffled as a wide smile appeared on her face. "You're right. He 
really does love me, doesn't he? Do you think he's nervous too? 
Could he be having second thoughts?" 


"Second thoughts? No. There is no way he would ever think twice 
about marrying you. But nervous? Absolutely. In fact, he's probably 
worried out of his mind thinking you are having second thoughts 
about him . Now come on, dear, let's get you in your dress. There 
are only a few more hours until your big moment. Let's show Kristoff 
what he's getting himself into." All three women laughed and the 
youngest one couldn't keep the smile off of her face as giddy 
thoughts ran through her mind. 


"That doesn't sound right! Why can't | get this?" Kristoff rested his 
head against the wooden wall of Sven's stall, his fist clenched in 
frustration at his side. He let his lute dangle restlessly against his 
thigh. Sven stood next to him, concerned brown eyes looking intently 
at the mountain man. 


[I think you're over thinking this. It will be fine.] 


"But it has to be perfect! Everything has to go perfectly today!" 


[You need to stop stressing yourself out so much. You'll only make 
yourself sick. Anna certainly won't like that.] Kristoff sighed and 
turned to face his furry companion, forehead still pressed to the wall. 


"| know, | Know. You don't need to tell me twice." Sven just gave him 
a disbelieving look. "Fine. You do. Where would | even be without 
you?" His sarcasm was rewarded with a gentle head butt in the 
ribcage and the air rushed out of him. "Oof. | think that's gonna 
bruise. How am | going to explain that to Anna?" The reindeer 
remained quiet and he could see that the ice harvester had 
temporarily shaken off his melancholy and had retreated back into 
silence. 


[What's wrong, Kristoff? Why does this matter so much to you?] The 
young man only stared at the animal before answering. 


"| want everything to be perfect for Anna. She means everything to 
me and all | ever wanted was for her to be happy. There's not a 
whole lot that | can really give her. She's a princess and I'm just an 
ice harvester; she deserves so much more and | know that. This," he 
held up the lute to the reindeer, "is something that | can contribute, 
something that only | can do to make today perfect. It's all | can 
really give her; | don't want to mess it up." 


"| think you're selling yourself short, Kristoff. Just being there today, 
showing her that you love her and care for her, will be enough." Both 
the reindeer and the young man turned to look over the stall as they 
watched Erik approach. The two men had grown close over the last 
year, bonded by their mutual love of and respect for both Anna and 
Elsa, though there were still times when it unnerved Kristoff to be 
around Erik. Every so often he would be reminded that this man was 
in fact his fiancée's father, and a former king at that. While he knew 
that Erik had come to accept him as a part of Anna's life, there was 
still a lingering fear that one day, all of that could change. If that 
happened, he didn't know what he would do and it only fueled his 
current anxieties. 


On his part, it truly cheered Erik to know that such a man had found 
his way into his daughter's life and he was glad to know that today 
they would take that final step together that would join them as one. 
While he couldn't be prouder that Anna was getting married to a man 
who obviously loved her with all of his heart, he was disheartened 
that he hadn't been there from the beginning. It was every father's 
prerogative to meet and approve of any man his daughter fancied, 
royal or not. As much as he dreaded that fact when the girls were 
little, it had reassured him as he watched them grow to know that 
only the most worthy suitor would gain the hand of either of his 
daughters. The fact that Kristoff was standing here now, worried over 
the coming events, told him that this man was the only one truly fit to 
marry Anna. 


This last year he had grown closer to the man who would soon be 
his son-in-law and he had seen the many different facets of 
mountain man. He had witnessed the careful side that worried 
whenever his beloved was running off on one of her schemes. He 
had also seen the loyal side that would follow her to wherever her 
whims would take her and the protective side that refused to back 
down whenever her well-being was at risk. But the one aspect that 
warmed his heart the most, the one that made him truly grateful for 
this man finding his way into his daughter's life was his loving side, 
the part of him that was completely and utterly devoted to the fiery 
princess. AS much as he enjoyed seeing all of the other facets of this 
man, it was this one that warmed his heart the most. It was that one 
that truly mattered. 


"| have seen the way Anna lights up whenever you walk into the 
room. | have seen her eyes sparkle brightly when she mentions you, 
even in passing. You have already done so much for her that you 
don't even realize. You made her believe in true love again. You 
gave her hope that there was something more out there, something 
worth fighting for. And believe me when | tell you that she will fight for 
you if she has to. | know | wouldn't want to be the one to be on the 
receiving of that either." He smiled amusedly and Kristoff couldn't 
help but do the same. They both knew how very true that statement 


was. "You don't need to impress her Kristoff; you already have. 
Everything will be perfect because you will be there and she will be 
walking down the aisle to you. That's all you really need and that's all 
she really wants." Erik's words seemed to relax the younger man as 
his fist unclenched and his shoulders lost their tension. The reindeer 
seemed to be relaxed as well as he nudged the young man. Kristoff 
reached out to scratch Sven behind the ears ass he turned to face 
the older man fully, a smile on his face. 


"| know and both of you are right. | am over thinking things and | 
know she loves me. | just love her so much; | want to do what | can 
to let her know that. She's had a bad experience with love before 
and | want her to know that | would never hurt her like that, that | 
would do whatever | could to protect her and keep her safe." 


"Then tell her that, just like that. Say what you feel and she'll know. 
Speak from the heart. That's all she'll really care about. | think she's 
given up on fancy words and actions. You've already swept her off 
her feet, just be yourself. She'll love it." 


"Thanks." Kristoff smiled genuinely and let out a sigh he didn't even 
know he was holding. Erik noticed and stepped up to give hima 
reassuring pat on the shoulder. 


"Anytime. Now shouldn't you think about getting out of here to get 
ready? You only have about two hours to go." 


"Yeah | just need a few more minutes to get Sven ready." Erik knew 
very well that there were a half dozen or so stable hands that would 
gladly prep the reindeer but he wisely held his tongue. Looking at 
Kristoff, he knew the young man had to do this on his own. He could 
tell that Kristoff's fears had been assuaged somewhat but whatever 
trepidations and hesitations still remained would be dealt with now, 
alone. 


He shrugged. "Suit yourself. Just be there in two hours and | assure 
you all your worries will melt away when you see your lovely bride 
walking towards you. You'll forget you even had doubts in the first 


place and wonder what you did to deserve her. But, you seem to be 
doing a good job of that now." He gave the mountain man's shoulder 
one last pat before he departed. 


As he walked away, he heard the strumming of a lute and a baritone 
voice quietly singing out. 


Reindeers are better than people... 


Guests crowded into the chapel with excited anticipation. It was 
beautifully and tastefully decorated with flowers and ribbons gracing 
every pew and icy decorations, courtesy of the queen, were placed 
sparingly along the rafters. Every seat was filled with visiting 
dignitaries, friends of the bride and groom, various invited townsfolk, 
and even some of the castle staff and all of them chatted animatedly, 
not able to hide the excitement in their voices. 


As the last of the guests filed in and took their seats, the pair that 
stood at the front went mostly unnoticed. Kristoff shifted nervously 
from foot to foot as he wrung his hands in anxiety. He was dressed in 
a simple white tunic that was trimmed with light brown accents. A 
pair of black pants and shoes completed the outfit. His blonde hair 
had been trimmed, though it still retained the messy look and he was 
missing his signature cap. 


Anya stood near him and couldn't help the amused smile that came 
to her lips as she watched him fidget. She was dressed in a floor- 
length purple gown. The plaits of the full skirt alternated between 
light and dark hues while the bodice was a dark lavender. Floral 
designs graced both the skirt and the bodice and the modest sleeves 
that covered her shoulders were light and airy. Her dark brown hair 
was swept up into a tight bun, though a few loose tendrils twisted 
down below her ears. She stood regally and with all the grace of a 
queen, though the smirk on her lips betrayed her more childish side. 
Taking pity on the nervous young man, she approached him. 


"Kristoff, you need to relax. You're too tense." 


"| know. I'm just nervous." 


"Everyone gets nervous on their wedding day, dear. It's only natural. 
But please, just take a deep breath and relax." Kristoff followed her 
instructions and felt better, though he could still feel his heart 
pounding in his chest. He tensed up again as the bishop approached 
him and told him that it was time and to take his place near the altar. 
He nodded nervously and started to make his way to the altar but 
was stopped by a hand on his shoulder. He turned and saw Anya 
smiling at him. She reached up to brush some unseen debris off of 
his shoulders before reaching down to straighten out his tunic. 


"It will be fine. Just remember to relax. And breathe." Finally, he 
smiled in amusement as he nodded his head. Satisfied that he would 
be all right, Anya turned and made her way to the closest pew, 
watching him with a smile on her face. 


The din died down as the choir began singing. The chapel's doors 
opened and all heads turned towards the entrance as the queen 
made her appearance and slowly walked down the aisle. Her 
glittering gown, another one of her icy creations, sparkled in the light. 
It was a pale blue in color and resembled her coronation dress in 
style, though she had been sure to add her own flair. The modestly 
cut neckline was adorned with snowflakes while ice crystals created 
intricately beautiful designs on both the bodice and skirt. Her hair, 
normally done in her customary braid, was styled like her mother's. 
Her pale face was graced with a smile bigger than any they had ever 
seen on her before, though it was obvious to everyone in the room 
that her clear blue eyes glistened with unshed tears. She held a 
small bouquet of white flowers in her hands and smiled pleasantly at 
all of those she walked by. 


As Elsa took her place at the front near the altar, another figure 
appeared at the doors. This one was quite a bit larger and bulkier 
than the queen and to those in attendance who were not familiar with 
the royal family, the appearance of a reindeer at a royal wedding was 
certainly a surprise. Yet the reindeer made his way proudly and 
gracefully down the aisle with only a few murmured shocks following 


in his wake. Like everyone else in attendance, he too looked his 
best. His shaggy coat had been groomed and trimmed and his 
standard harness had been replaced by a white one with gold 
trimming. The name 'Sven' was embroidered along one side and the 
crest of the Royal Ice Master and Deliver shone from the center. He 
took his place behind Kristoff and nudged the nervous groom 


playfully. 


Next through the doors was a diminutive little snowman, a small 
snow flurry hanging over his head that followed his every move. If 
any of the guests were shocked at the reindeer's appearance, they 
were even more so now. But the happy little grin on his face and the 
excited skip in his step as he carried a small golden box was 
infectious and no one was immune. Shock was soon replaced by 
amusement and all of those in attendance stifled their laughs as he 
giddily walked down the long aisle. Olaf took his place next to Elsa 
and she bent down to pat his head and he turned his toothy grin to 
her before turning his attention to the chapel doors. 


Everyone stood as the choir's tune changed and all attention was 
diverted to the open doors where two figures appeared side by side. 
The taller one was dressed in a dark blue military style tunic that was 
trimmed in red and emblazoned with gold fringe. His crisp white 
pants and black boots, as well as his closely trimmed gray-streaked 
hair and beard, completed the regal look. It was the smile on his face 
as he looked at the slight figure next to him that broke that fagade, 
though no one really noticed as they were all staring at the white- 
clad young woman beside him. 


She wore a simple, bare-shouldered modest white dress that hugged 
her just right. Ice crystals of various shapes and sizes had been 
worked into the design of her dress, courtesy of her sister, and they 
shimmered as she walked. Her hair, finally obeying her wishes, had 
dozens of small snowflakes scattered throughout it in an intricate, 
lacy design. Like her dress, they caught the light and everyone 
gasped at her beauty, though no one was more in awe at her 
ethereality than the young man awaiting her at the end of the aisle. 


Kristoff watched, mouth practically agape, as she approached him, 
her arm linked with her father's, a big grin on her face. He struggled 
to maintain his composure as he wanted nothing more than to run to 
her, gather her up into his arms, and kiss her senseless. Of course, 
that would be quite unbecoming of them, though he knew that Anna 
would have no objections and would more than likely encourage his 
actions. He held himself back, Knowing that in just a few short 
minutes they would be joined together as one. 


Anna finally found her way to the end of the aisle and took up the 
spot next to her sister and across from Kristoff as her father unlinked 
his arms from hers. She felt him move away to somewhere behind 
her but she only had eyes for the blonde man in front of her. Their 
eyes locked and they both blushed as she placed her hands in his. 
She could feel her heart beating faster as she stared into his warm 
brown eyes. The voice of the bishop broke the two of them out of 
their reverie and they turned guilty eyes to the older man. 


"People of Arendelle, we are gathered here today to join this man, 
Sir Kristoff Bjorgman, and this woman, Princess Anna of Arendelle, 
in holy matrimony. Who here gives this woman to this man?" Behind 
Anna, her parents and her sister stepped forward and Erik spoke up. 


"We do." 


"You consent to this union and would gladly accept this man into 
your family as a son and a brother?" Erik saw a hint of anxiety in the 
younger man's eyes before he nodded. 


"We do." The bishop nodded his head and the trio stepped back with 
Elsa resuming her place right behind the bride and Erik and Anya 
taking a seat in the pew. 


"Kristoff and Anna have asked to recite their own vows to one 
another. Kristoff?" The bishop turned to him and Kristoff suddenly felt 
self-conscious. He was never very good in front of crowds and with 
all of these people watching him, he was getting nervous. He looked 
up at Anna's eager, smiling face and felt a surge of confidence rush 


through him. His grip on her hands got tighter as he took a deep 
breath and smiled. 


"Anna, from the moment | met you, my life has never been the same. 
You were this fiery, feisty princess asking for my help and | didn't 
want anything to do with you. But your optimism and determination 
drew me to you and | couldn't help but follow you, wherever you 
went. You still captivate me and | would follow you to the ends of the 
earth if | had to. There's so much more | want to say to you, but I... | 
don't really know how to Say it, so | guess I'll have to do it this way." 
At his cue, Sven stepped forward and Anna watched as Kristoff 
turned and pulled something from the pouch that was strapped to the 
reindeer's harness. She gasped when she realized what it was and 
her eyes started to tear up in anticipation. The gentle strumming of 
the lute drew her attention back to her mountain man. 

Anna, you're better than reindeers; 

Even Sven would agree. 

You're sweet, kind, beautiful, 

Wonderful, and happy 

But most of all you truly love me. 

I love you too. 

And from today ‘til | breathe my last, 

I'll have you as my wife. 

| promise my heart. 

| promise my soul. 

I'm glad you came into my life. 


My wife. 


Now let us say ‘I do’. 


Anna had to reach up and wipe away a tear once the last chords 
died down. She saw his cheeks turn red in embarrassment before he 
turned around to put his lute back. When he turned back around, she 
was tempted to jump into his arms, but the soft look the bishop was 
giving her turned her thoughts elsewhere. "Anna?" 


Still emotional from what she had just heard, it took Anna a moment 
to compose herself before speaking. 


"Now how am | supposed to follow that?" She smirked and heard a 
wave of amused laughs pass through the crowd. "Kristoff, you were 
the first one to show me what it was like to truly love someone. | 
know | was kind of a handful when we first met, but you stuck with 
me and stayed by my side through it all. And you were even willing to 
sacrifice your happiness for mine. For that, | could never repay you." 
She squeezed his hand as she looked into his eyes. "But I'm sure 
going to try, every day for the rest of my life. That is, if you can 
answer me one question." Kristoff stared at her with curious eyes 
and she got that look in her eyes that told him he better watch out. 
He was just as surprised as everyone else when she started to sing. 


Do you really truly love me? 

| know you really do! 

You've always been right there for me, 
You do love me, 

As much as | love you. 

You showed me what true love is 

And now we're here 


| can't believe it, can you? 


Do you really truly love me? 

You know you really truly love me. 

I love you. 

Do you really truly love me? 

Do you know how much | love you? 
You're my beautiful stranger, tall and fair. 
| didn't know that | need you, but | do 
(But you knew that). 

| used to be so lonely 

Until | found you 

Now | can't wait to start our lives... 
Just a few moments more 

And we'll finally be married 

Together forever, husband and wife. 
The best day of my life, 

Let's say ‘I do’. 

We will always have each other, 
Now and forever, 

I'll only ask one thing: 


Do you really truly love me? 


When Anna finished singing, whatever unshed tears there had been 
at the end of Kristoff's vows were now long gone and every one had 
wet cheeks and teary eyes. Kristoff was shocked at her words but he 
couldn't help but answer her anyways. 


"Yes, | do." 


It was way too tempting for Anna not to throw her arms around him 
at that point and she looked anxiously at the bishop. 


"Your vows have been said and you have pledged your love and 
your lives to one another. Where are the rings?" Both Anna and 
Kristoff glanced down to Olaf and the happy snowman reached up 
and handed the bishop the small gilded box he had been holding. 


Taking the object from the snowman, the bishop opened it to reveal 
two platinum-colored wedding bands. Gesturing to Kristoff, the 
mountain man picked up the smaller one and held it out to the young 
woman as the bishop recited. 


"By placing this ring on her hand, you promise to cherish her and 
love her from now until the end. You promise to protect her from all 
harm and to pick her up when she falls. Kristoff, do you promise all 
of this and more?" 


"| do." With his vow, Kristoff slid the band onto Anna's right ring 
finger. He let his hand linger there a while as it twitched nervously. 
Anna reached over to grasp his fidgety fingers to steady them. He 
smiled gratefully at her and she grinned brightly back before she 
reached into the box to grab the other ring while the bishop 
acknowledged her. 


"By placing this ring on his hand, you promise to cherish him and 
love him from now until the end. You promise to be his strength when 
he is weak and to hold him when he falters. Anna, do you promise all 
of this and more?" 


She nodded vehemently. "I do." The words said, Anna copied 
Kristoff's actions from just moments before as she placed his band 
on his right ring finger. They grasped each other's hands and looked 
at each other eagerly as they waited for the officiant to finally say the 
words they longed to hear. 


"With the exchanging of the rings and your declarations to one 
another in front of all those gathered here, | declare you husband 
and wife, now and forever. You may now kiss the bride." As their lips 
met, a large cheer rang up from the witnesses, though the couple 
was initially unaware of anyone or anything but each other. When 
they eventually pulled apart, they immediately blushed as they 
turned to face their audience. The raucous cheering and clapping, as 
well as all of the happy smiles and tears, brought a new wave of 
tears to Anna's eyes and she turned to face her family. All three of 
them wore proud smiles on their faces and her mother and sister had 
tears in their eyes as well. Sven and Olaf made their way over to 
them, happy grins on their faces. She caught her father's eye as 
Kristoff stepped up behind her and he nodded at the pair of them. 
She twisted her head up to look at her husband and grinned at him 
as he smiled softly down at her. 


Finally, after all this time, they were together. 


For the first time in forever, they were a family. 


a.n. Well, here it is. The end. The final chapter of Frozen Ever 
After . To all of you who read, favorited, followed, or reviewed 
this story, | thank you. Really. | enjoyed every minute of this 
adventure and | hope you did too. 


In case you didn't notice, the two songs are reworked versions 
of "Reindeer(s) Are Better Than People" and "Do You Want To 
Build a Snowman?", respectively, and it helps if you can sing 
along to those tunes. I had planned on Kristoff's version being 
in here and for some reason | had the most difficulty writing 


that one. Anna's version kind of came up at the last minute and 
I thought "Why not?" 


Though | did do some research on Norwegian wedding 
traditions, | didn't feel like anything | really discovered fit too 
well with what | had planned on writing so | scrapped most of it 
and went with my original plans. The part about the wedding 
rings is accurate though as it is quite common in a lot of 
countries (including Norway) for the married couple to wear 
their rings on the right hand rather than their left. | thought that 
was an interesting tidbit to include that actually did have some 
historically factual basis. 


Check out the 'Updates' section of my profile for more 
information about this chapter. 


And | thank you again for your continued reading and your kind 
reviews. | hope to hear from you all soon! 


